
        
            
                
            
        

    
Spanked by His Therapist

a femdom novella

by

W. Arthur


All rights reserved
Copyright © February 2024 by

LSF Publications & W. Arthur

Published by LSF Publications

https://www.lsfpublications.com/

[image: ]

Cover design by Nathaniel Scott.

All names, characters, organisations, places, events and incidents featured in this work are either products of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously.

This is a work of fiction. Spanking and sexual activities represented in this book are fantasies only.

No part of this publication may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage or retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publisher. Anyone performing any unauthorised act in relation to this publication may be liable to criminal prosecution and civil claims for damages.


Dr Sylvia Beltran is not only a highly respected psychologist, she is also a fully licensed therapist who treats her male patients in a somewhat unconventional manner... by meting out harsh discipline. Under her specialist motivational guidance, many males have been helped to see the error of their ways. Jason is a fine example of a man helped to overcome his faults by experiencing the feel of Sylvia's hard spanks on his bare bottom. At the start of the therapy he was filled with conceit and arrogance, but at the end of it, he has seen the light! After talking to Sylvia's husband, Tom, Jason begins to understand what is meant by giving up control to a strong, assertive woman. If only he can find such a woman for himself...


Prologue

Dr. Sylvia Beltran stood motionless at the floor-to-ceiling window and looked out over the city. She loved this view from her office on the eighth floor of the Collins Tower. She particularly appreciated watching the sun begin to set over the skyscrapers in the west. It never failed to remind her how fortunate she was to be here.

Of course, she also knew that she had worked and studied long and hard to attain this full measure of success. She thought about how far she had traveled in life as she continued her gaze. Just sixteen years ago, she was a seventeen-year-old high school senior helping her mother clean rich people's houses for less than minimum wage. Now, she was a highly respected psychologist, charging some of the sons of these same rich people $250 an hour to help them see the modern twenty-first century world in, what she would term, less masculine ways.

Sylvia glanced over at the large ornate brass and wood wall clock, a gift from one of her first clients. It was now fifteen minutes before five o'clock. Reluctantly, she turned away from the window and gave the large office a quick scan. The white pillows on the tan sofa were properly fluffed. The top of her long cherry-wood desk was neat with her appointment book aligned next to her silver HP laptop. The gold-framed 8x10 photograph of her husband, Tom, was angled on one corner. Next to the photograph was the antique oak hairbrush with the over-large flat back. On the wall behind the desk were her framed diplomas and certifications (her 'power wall' some would have called it).

She smiled when her eyes fell upon the hairbrush. She recalled the many male patients (she preferred the term patient over client) she had spanked with that hairbrush over the course of the six years she had been in practice. Dr. Beltran was no dominatrix, not that she had any particular problem with women who inflicted pain and abuse on men who paid for the privilege - after all, fantasies and fetishes were all a part of a person's complex psychological make up.

Rather, she was a fully licensed and credentialed therapist who treated patients (mostly men) with particular issues regarding gender status. Occasionally, during the course of therapy, the patient might require a harsh spanking as part of that therapy. The spanking may have been an unconventional treatment (certainly one that wouldn't be in the textbooks), but it was almost always successful in minimizing or even eliminating outdated attitudes, attitudes that could very well be holding the patient back, keeping him from attaining the full measure of success in life.

When she reached her desk, Sylvia sat down in the black leather office chair and looked at the leather-bound appointment book. Her next patient was Jason Greer. On her laptop, she brought up the small file she had started on Jason Greer: 26-years-old; a junior financial advisor at Bitterson Financial Services; MBA from Avery Phillips School of Business; referred by his supervisor, Jenny Logan.

She smiled knowingly: A young (and probably very arrogant) male occupying an entry level position in a highly competitive business and supervised by a woman. Sylvia had seen this pattern before many times. Just needs to be broken and enlightened, she thought. Men stuck in such an antiquated mold cannot grow. She saw her job as helping these men break out of such molds before they become too stagnant, victims of their own misogyny.

She had done it before many times; it was her specialty, and she was the best in the business. And, even though she had not yet met Jason Greer, she was very confident she could do it with him. She glanced over at the photo of her husband and nodded. "Easy," she said.

Seeing that it was now five minutes before five o'clock, she stood up, smoothed down her tight, knee-length black wool skirt and checked her long dark hair. When she was satisfied with her appearance (which had to be as close to perfect as possible), she turned and opened the door to the small waiting room outside her office.

*  *  *

Sitting in the chair with the soft (but not too soft) mauve cushions nearest the door was a young man wearing a black tailored suit, light blue shirt, and red tie. He was looking at his smartphone, apparently absorbed in whatever he was reading.

Sylvia observed him for a few seconds. From her perspective, he appeared to be a fairly typical male millennial practically glued to his handheld device. "Mr. Greer?" she called softly.

The young man looked up from his smartphone. "Yes," he replied in a nervous voice.

She smiled at him. "I'm Dr. Beltran," she said. She reached out her right hand.

Jason Greer stood up and slipped his phone into the inside pocket of his jacket. He was perhaps an inch or two taller than Sylvia, but wearing heels, she could look him in the eye. After a quick scan, he extended his right arm and they briefly shook hands. Jason's hand was warm and moist; his grip was light. He never made eye contact.

Sylvia made a mental note of the interaction. She had learned through study and experience that she could quickly size a man up through his handshake. What she had learned about her new patient was that he was nervous but trying not to show it. Also, his light grip suggested that he was holding back because she was a woman.

She stepped aside and swept her right arm toward the open door. "Let's go into the office and get your session started." She wanted him to go in first because she wanted to observe his walk and his reactions.

He looked back and forth between her and the open door, apparently trying to make a decision. Finally, after several seconds, he rotated toward the open door and moved inside. To Sylvia, his actions appeared to be those of a man entering a doctor's office for the first time, which he was.

Easy, she thought again as she followed him and closed the door. "Please make yourself comfortable on the couch," she said.

"Should I sit or lie down?" Jason asked in a nervously sarcastic voice.

Sylvia didn't flinch. She had heard that veiled attitude before many times. "Whatever makes you comfortable, Mr. Greer."

He eyed the couch and sat down in the center. He crossed his legs. "May I take off my jacket?"

Again, she didn't flinch. So far, the session was going exactly as she thought it would, almost as though it had been scripted. "Whatever you like."

He nodded, stood up, removed his jacket, and folded it neatly over the back of the couch. Then he resumed his seat and re-crossed his legs, being careful to pull down his pant leg so that the top of his sock wouldn't show.

Sylvia sat down in her office chair. "Let's get started," she said, keeping her eyes firmly on her new patient. "Tell me why you're here."

"To get my head shrunk. I thought you already knew that," Jason replied quickly.

No imagination whatsoever, Sylvia thought. "My notes tell me that you were referred by your manager at Bitterson Financial Services. But I need to hear it from you in your own words."

Jason Greer took a deep breath, briefly made eye contact, then glanced away, his blue eyes finally settling on his hands, which were folded piously in front of him. "Well... I guess I've been having some trouble at work lately."

"What kind of trouble?"

He kept his eyes firmly on his hands. "I guess I haven't been as, you know, successful as I should be."

Sylvia made a mental note of his discomfort. "My notes indicate that you are a financial advisor. Is that correct?"

"Yes," he said with a distinct firmness in his voice.

She noted that as well. "That must be interesting work but also a bit stressful." She was thinking of her own rather substantial portfolio, now managed by her husband.

"It can be," he said. "But I'm a competitive person by nature, so it fits my personality."

"How are you competitive?"

Jason took a deep breath. "I guess I'm like most men. I like to compete for what I want, to win. I played a lot of sports in high school and college, and I still play tennis and golf whenever I can."

He's trying to impress me with his masculinity, Sylvia thought. "You say you like to compete for what you want. What is it that you want?"

He rolled his eyes and scowled, as though he couldn't believe she was asking him such a dumb question. "I suppose I want the usual things a man wants - money, women, glory."

She was about to ask the obvious follow up question, but stopped herself. "Tell me about your parents."

Jason looked at her as though he wasn't expecting this change in the direction of the conversation. "My parents?"

"Yes."

"My father died two years ago."

"I'm sorry for your loss," Sylvia said. "What about your mother?"

"Yes, she's still living," Jason said. "She moved in with my older sister and her husband after our father died."

"What was your father's occupation?"

"He was the corporate attorney for McHenry Manufacturing."

She processed the name. McHenry Manufacturing was very well-known and respected in the area. She now knew that Jason Greer did not grow up poor or in any way disadvantaged. "How about your mother? What was her occupation?"

"She was a housewife," he said quickly. "Oh... I guess that term is politically incorrect these days. She managed the household."

Once again, Sylvia noted his expression. She understood that her patient was being sarcastic. Time to move the session along, cast some bait. "Would you say that your father was the head of the household when you were growing up?"

He thought for a second, apparently trying to determine the intent of the question. "You could probably say that, yes."

Okay, wiggle the bait a bit, she thought. "Who was the family disciplinarian - your mother or your father?"

Jason's eyes widened. "Why do you want to know that?"

"Humor me," she said.

"My father most of the time," he replied after a few seconds.

"Do you believe that men should always be the head of the household?" she asked as though the question was as natural as asking about the weather.

He leaned forward on the couch. "Are you trying to trap me?" His voice rose slightly.

Yes, she thought, but didn't say it. "I'm trying to help you," she replied calmly. "It's a simple question. Please give me an answer, preferably an honest one."

Jason Greer squirmed a little. A small bead of sweat appeared on his smooth forehead. He was already trapped and probably knew it. "Well... if I have to be honest-"

"Please be honest," she interrupted. "I can't help you if you're not honest."

He sighed. "Okay... then, I guess I do think that men should be the head of their households. It is the natural order of things." He sat back in the couch to await the fallout from the obviously sexist remark.

But Sylvia didn't pounce. She knew and fully appreciated that her job was to help him change his attitude, not criticize him for having it. Time to change the direction again. "Let's talk about work," she said. "As I understand it, Jenny Logan is the manager at Bitterson Financial and your direct supervisor. Is that correct?"

"Yes," he said. He wiped the bead of sweat from his forehead.

She baited another trap. "What do you think of Ms. Logan as a manager? Is she competent?"

He looked at her again, sensing the trap but not quite sure how to avoid it. "This is my first real experience in a firm such as Bitterson, so I'm not sure how a manager is supposed to be."

"Okay... let me ask this in a different way. Do you believe she is helping you to be successful or is she holding you back?"

"That's a tough question," he replied.

She gave him a small smile. "No it's not."

"Well, I'm here because I haven't been as successful as they think I should be or as successful as I think I should be," he said cautiously. "So I can't see where she has helped me much."

His head is in the trap, she thought, time to spring it. "If she hasn't helped you be successful, then she must not be a very good manager. How do you think she got the promotion?"

"It's obvious. She slept with Mr. Bitterson," he declared, practically blurting out the words.

Trap sprung. "Are you just guessing or do you have actual proof?"

Jason hung his head slightly, realizing that he was in the trap once again. "Well... uh... not exactly. But it just makes sense."

"Why does it make sense?"

He squirmed again. "I don't know," he said wearily, withering under the relentlessness of her questions and his inability to match wits with her.

Noting his deteriorating defensive demeanor, Sylvia knew she had him where she wanted him. Time to start breaking him down. "Would you say that Ms. Logan is an attractive woman?"

"I don't know," he said. "I guess I never really thought about it one way or the other."

"But if she slept with Mr. Bitterson in order to get her position, as you claimed, she must have been attractive to him, wouldn't you say?"

"I guess she's attractive enough," he said. "But I'm not an old man and she isn't really my type."

Again, she didn't want to ask the obvious follow up question. She didn't need to; she already knew what type of woman he was attracted to. "Do you believe that the main reason why attractive women get ahead is because they are willing to have sex with their male bosses?"

"Of course not," he exclaimed indignantly. "What kind of man do you think I am?"

"That's what I'm trying to find out."

"I think I'm a modern man just trying to make his way in a tough world," he said. "And I don't like being held back."

She had to suppress a smile. "Do you believe women are trying to hold you back?"

His eyes widened again in obvious anger as he fought against the trap that he had recklessly fallen into. "I thought you were going to help me," he said in a controlled but loud voice. "But it sounds to me like you're some kind of man-hating bitch who believes that men are to blame for all that is wrong with the world." He slumped after he said this, knowing that not only did he not escape the trap, he managed to strengthen its hold on him.

Once again, Sylvia held her ground but didn't pounce. She had heard that accusation before too. "I'm not at all sure where you got that idea, Mr. Greer, but we are here for the same reason: You have issues that I can help you with. In fact, either you or your insurance company is paying me to give you that help. However, I can't really help you if you resort to misguided personal attacks." She paused for a few seconds to watch his reaction. He was squirming again and definitely avoiding eye contact. "Now, a simple question, Mr. Greer. Do you want me to help you?"

"Of course," he replied. "That's why I'm here."

"Is it?" she said. "Are you willing to put yourself in my hands, no questions asked?"

"Well... I-"

"Life is all about control, Jason," she said, gazing at him intently. "Tell me something: What happens if I call your manger and tell her that you are not cooperating but rather are refusing therapy?"

He seemed to think for a few seconds. "Uh... I would probably lose my job."

She smiled and nodded. "That's control," she declared. "Now, are we ready to get down to business?"

Jason Greer sighed with resignation. "Yes," he said. Then, as if he just couldn't help himself, he added, "It's about time."

Sylvia let that last remark pass. "Let me tell you what I believe so far."

He lifted his head; she definitely had his attention.

"I believe you are a relatively intelligent man, but you have issues with women in authority. You may have developed that attitude watching your parents as you grew up. It is that attitude that is holding you back, not your manager. In fact, if you spent less time worrying about the women at Bitterson Financial and more time managing your assigned assets, you wouldn't be here today." She paused again and watched her patient.

At first, Jason opened his mouth as if to respond, then he stopped, apparently getting more comfortable in the trap, which was more velvet than steel. "Go on."

Sylvia picked up the hairbrush with her right hand and caressed it with her left, stroking it as though it was the face of a lover. It was time for the treatment to begin.

Sylvia gripped the long sleek handle of the hairbrush, arose from her chair, and moved gracefully to the front of the desk. She watched her patient watch her as she lifted herself up on the smooth edge of the polished wood, spreading her legs slightly (but not enough to reveal what the skirt was covering) in the process. As an attractive and experienced woman, she knew that she definitely had his complete attention.

And this was the part she truly loved, the power, the control. It is so easy, she thought, keeping her legs parted just enough to tease him. She made eye contact. "Tell me something, Mr. Greer, were you ever spanked as a child?"

"Excuse me?"

"You heard me, I believe. But, for your benefit, I will ask the question again. Were you ever spanked as a child?"

"No. My parents didn't believe in spanking."

"Good," she said. "I don't believe in spanking children either." She paused and glanced at the hairbrush in her hand. "But I do believe that spanking for adults can be effective treatment, given the right circumstances."

Jason flushed. "I knew it!" he exclaimed. "You're just a high-priced domme in an expensive office. You probably really get off on this power trip shit."

Dr. Sylvia Beltran thought about this last remark for an instant. While it was true that she enjoyed spanking men as a form of control, she really did believe it was therapy and that ultimately the men benefited from it. Certainly, she had a file cabinet full of success stories to reinforce that belief. "Mr. Greer, stop looking at my legs for a moment and look at the wall behind me. What do you see?"

Jason took a deep breath in an apparent attempt to calm himself. He shifted his eyes to the power wall. "Looks like a bunch of diplomas in cheap frames."

"Three of them are diplomas," she said. "And I assure you that the frames are not cheap. Now, how do you think I got those diplomas? Do you think I got them by playing sex games with my professors?"

He squirmed again with the realization that he was trapped yet one more time. "No... of course not... I didn't mean to-"

She smiled and raised her left hand to cut him off. "Let me give you some advice, Jason," she said. "I know you are intelligent and reasonably well-educated. But don't try to match wits with me... or any other woman, for that matter. That kind of strategy or knee jerk reaction will only frustrate you. And that frustration will lead to anger which will subsequently get you into trouble. And the trouble will keep you from being the achiever you believe you should be. Does that make sense to you?"

He slumped against the back of the couch as he absorbed her advice like a blow to the gut. "I'm not sure what makes sense anymore."

"That's a surprisingly good answer," she said. "It means we're making a bit of progress. So let's take this to the next level. Stand up."

Jason's eyes widened. "What? Why?"

Sylvia scowled at him. "Because I told you to," she replied. "And I believe you agreed to place yourself in my hands with no questions asked. You did agree to that, didn't you?"

Now he appeared confused. "Well, I..."

She slipped off the edge of the desk and stood up, exposing the lacy tops of her black stockings as she made the transition. "Okay, Jason, here it is again. Either you do what I tell you to do... without question, or leave now. If you leave now, I will be forced to call Ms. Logan and tell her the outcome of this session. Now, you must decide how you want to proceed. Let's not waste any more of each other's valuable time."

Jason appeared even more confused and frustrated. Caught on the horns of the proverbial dilemma. Uncertainty clouded his rugged face.

Sylvia snapped her fingers and slapped the flat side of the hairbrush against the palm of her left hand. "You need to make a decision, Mr. Greer. Either stand up and leave or allow yourself to be treated."

He sighed, gathered himself, and stood up. "Now what?"

She smiled again. "You have made a wise decision, Jason," she said. "But from here on no questions. Do you understand?"

He shook his head. "I really don't know if I understand."

"Another surprisingly sensible answer. Do you at least agree to no questions asked?"

"I'm not sure at this point."

"We can't proceed with treatment unless you agree. You must trust me, trust that I really do have your best interests at heart. Now, I need a simple yes-no answer to my question. Do you agree to place yourself in my hands with no questions asked?"

'I guess so," Jason Greer replied.

Sylvia scowled again. "There can be no guessing about it, Jason. Do you agree?"

"Okay, yes, I agree," he declared as if patronizing her.

"Splendid," she said. "Now we can proceed with your therapy. Pull down your pants."

He flushed. "What the-"

Again, she stopped him. "No questions asked, remember? I said to pull down your pants."

He looked at her and smiled as if he had a sudden epiphany. "Okay... you're the doctor," he said. He unbuckled his belt, released the button, and lowered the zipper. He began to peel down his black wool pants along with his black bikini briefs.

She held up her hands to stop him. "I said your pants, Mr. Greer. Leave your briefs in place."

He flushed and continued to push his pants down to the ankles. He left his briefs alone. He appeared as though he was going to ask a question but stopped himself, electing to stand where he was and gaze, bare legged, at his therapist.

"Very good," she said. "Now, kneel on the floor in front of the couch and rest your head and upper body across the seat."

His eyes flew open wide and his mouth drooped. "You want me to do what?"

"No questions, Mr. Greer. Do I need to repeat my instructions?"

He didn't move. "What are you going to do?"

She shook her head. "It should be perfectly obvious what I'm going to do," she said impatiently. "Now, your reluctance to follow my instructions is bordering on defiance and non-cooperation. Is that what you want me to tell Ms. Logan?"

"No," he said quickly.

"Okay then. Kneel in front of the couch, as instructed, or pull up your pants and leave. I have no more time for your ambivalence."

Once more, Jason knew he was trapped. He sighed with resignation and lowered himself on his knees to the carpeted floor. When he was kneeling, he rested his upper body across the seat of the couch and closed his eyes.

Sylvia moved to within a foot or so of his upturned backside. "If your parents had spanked you, it would have most likely been on the bare bottom," she said, gripping the hairbrush tightly in her right hand. "But I have no interest in seeing what you have under those briefs and I assure you that the spanking will be nearly as painful. Now, do you know why you need to be spanked?"

"No," he said. "But I'm sure you're going to tell me."

"Some of the reason is to minimize that haughty and counterproductive attitude, Mr. Greer," she declared. "But mostly, the spanking will remind you that you need to listen to and trust the women who care about you. If you let these women take control, you will never fail again." She leaned down and patted his bottom with the hairbrush. "To reinforce the message, I will keep spanking you until you understand and accept that."

He raised his head. "Wait. How will you know when that happens?"

She laughed. "This is hardly my first rodeo, Mr. Greer," she said. "I will know, and so will you, I think."

There was no more talk after that. If Jason was going to respond, he didn't have the chance. Sylvia retracted her right arm and swung the hairbrush toward his backside. It landed on the right cheek with a thud, and he grimaced. She quickly followed this up with a strike of equal intensity to the left cheek.

He reared up. "That's enough."

She pushed him back down. "I hardly think so," she said. "Based on your reaction, I would say that we have a long way to go." She punctuated this statement with a series of ten hard blows from the hairbrush that nearly took his breath away.

"Damn, lady, that hurts!" He reared up again.

Sylvia pushed him back down again. "Mr. Greer, I will not tolerate these outbursts," she declared. "I know the spanking hurts. It wouldn't be very effective if it didn't hurt. And it will end when I say it ends. Is that clear?"

He took a deep breath. "Yes, very clear."

"It would be best to remember it." She resumed the spanking, her right arm moving up and down like a piston, alternating back and forth between cheeks, covering every square centimeter of his cloth-covered rear.

Once, out of apparent desperation, he moved his left hand to cover his backside. She gave it a vicious swat with the brush, and he put it back on the couch. His eyes were clamped shut, but his body told the story of his increasing misery as his bottom began to sway from side to side.

Finally, after nearly a hundred hard strokes from the hairbrush, tears filled his eyes and spilled down his cheeks. "I... I'm sorry," he managed to say in a near whisper.

"What are you sorry for?" she asked without letting up.

He inhaled deeply and suppressed a sob. "I... I... I'm sorry for my attitude... toward women."

"Are you willing to let the women in your life take control?"

"Yes, yes," he affirmed.

Sylvia stopped the spanking and set the hairbrush down on the carpet. "I believe you, Jason," she said softly, and began to gently rub his neck and shoulders.

After a few seconds, he slowly raised his head and dared to look over his shoulder. "Is there, you know, some kind of follow up?"

Immediately, Sylvia retrieved the hairbrush, retracted it, and laid down a long series of very hard swats. "That was definitely the wrong thing to say. Obviously, you still don't get it." She punctuated this with twenty more swats that broke him completely.

Tears cascaded down his face like a waterfall. He gathered his breath. "I'm sorry."

She smiled and set the brush back down on the floor. This time, however, she didn't touch him. "I'm not a sex therapist, Mr. Greer," she declared. "But I can recommend a good one. She's in this building on the sixth floor. Do you need such a therapist?"

"No," Jason replied quickly. "I'm sorry I misunderstood."

"Men often misunderstand, Jason," Sylvia said. "This isn't about sex. It's about control, about giving up some control so you can concentrate on what is truly important to you."

He raised his head again and wiped the tears from his face. "How am I supposed to feel now? And please don't throw the question back at me. I really don't know how I feel, except that I'm hurting."

Sylvia stood up, leaving the hairbrush on the carpet. "All right. Let me ask you this: Are you Catholic by any chance?"

"Am I Catholic? Is that what you asked?" He was confused again.

"Yes."

"I was raised Catholic, but I haven't been to church since I was a teen."

"Have you ever been to confession?"

"Yes," he said. "Before my confirmation. I haven't been since."

"That's too bad," she said. "Think of this as confession. You were a sinner; you confessed your sin; you received a penance, and now you're absolved."

"I thought we were all sinners," Jason said.

Sylvia smiled again. "Only in the eyes of God, not your therapist," she said quickly. Then she reached down and gave his sore bottom a gentle pat. "But that was a very good comeback. Now, please get up, restore your pants, and let's continue with the session."

*  *  *

Slowly, Jason Greer pushed himself up into a standing position. Unconsciously, he rubbed his bruised bottom through the thin cotton of his briefs.

"Please pull up your pants and sit down... if you can," Sylvia said, giving him a sideways glance. "Do you want some water?"

He flushed slightly and pulled up his pants. "Yes, please."

While her patient found a comfortable sitting position on the couch, Sylvia removed two bottles of Dasani from a small refrigerator next to the desk. She handed one to her patient. He removed the cap and took a long swallow.

She also took a swallow from her own bottle and sat down in her office chair. "I'm sure right now you feel a little confused," she said, keeping her eyes firmly on Jason. "You're probably wondering if this therapy is truly effective. I have a lot of case studies that demonstrate the efficacy of ceding control to the significant woman in your life. However, I don't want to bore you with clinical detail. Rather, I am going to read you a few accounts that were suggested to me by my colleagues. I have taken the liberty of writing these up as stories so that they will seem more interesting. Naturally, I have changed the names. Just sit back and relax as much as you can. Afterward, we will discuss your feelings. Okay?"

Jason looked up from his water bottle and nodded. His face was still streaked with tears.

Sylvia pulled up some text on her laptop and began to read.

Boyd

When his wife, Marnie, told him she was starting an encounter group for women, Boyd Biggers made no protest. After all, as a therapist, that is what she did. Besides, she had a PhD in psychology and her own practice. He was a union electrician with a high school diploma. She intimidated him both with her education and her professional accomplishments to the point that he often felt like a little boy or a servant around her, especially when she wanted something that she couldn't quite get or do for herself. Sometimes, he even wondered why she agreed to marry him in the first place. However, in his heart, he knew she loved him (for whatever reason), and she had definitely made him a better man.

Still, Boyd never expected that the encounter group would meet in their home during his evenings off. Thus, he could feel himself growing more and more upset when he looked into the living room and saw eight young women clustered around the fireplace, all seeming to talk at once. He got even more upset when they became so loud he couldn't hear the basketball game he was trying to watch in the den. And he didn't particularly care for what they were saying either. As he listened more closely, he could tell that none of the women had any apparent use for men at all. Some of them were even declaring that all men are pigs and other such vile names.

So, as he became more absorbed in the conversation taking place in the next room, he drank more and more beer. Finally, after about an hour, he had consumed the better part of a six pack and was feeling a lot less inhibited than he usually did. Marnie had warned him beforehand not to disrupt their meeting, but he couldn't stand it any longer. Finally, after taking several deep breaths and downing yet another can of Coors (his fifth), he burst into the living room, his gray work shirt unbuttoned to the waist.

"You women are making so much noise I can't hear the game!" he shouted.

Marnie looked up surprised, but quickly composed herself. "Ladies, this is my husband, Boyd," she declared in an even tone. "Boyd, please go back to the den. Our meeting will be over in another hour or so."

But Boyd didn't move from his spot at the fringe of the group. "And I don't like what you're saying about men," he continued, apparently ignoring his wife. "We work hard and can't help the way we are, most of the time." All the women were staring at him, their eyes widening as he ranted.

Marnie tried to smile patiently. "Boyd, you're beginning to embarrass yourself," she said calmly. "Please leave... or perhaps you can get more cookies from the kitchen and see if anyone needs another drink, if you really want to be useful."

Boyd's mouth drooped in an insolence mostly fueled by inebriation. "What the hell do you think I am?!" he shrieked. "Some kind of goddamn servant?" Now all the women began to look at Marnie.

"Now you're embarrassing me," Marnie said. "And I'm going to have to do something about that now, even though I would rather wait until after my group leaves."

"I'm a man, goddamn it," Boyd ranted. "I don't have to take this shit from you - or any of you."

Marnie's blue eyes flashed anger and her cheeks flushed bright red. "Carol," she said, motioning to the young woman on her immediate right. "In the hall closet there is a big blue athletic bag. Would you get it please?" Carol nodded and left the room. "Now, ladies," she continued. "This is a perfect example of what we've been talking about, isn't it?" The women nodded their assent. "And as your group leader, obviously I need to show you how to deal with it, so watch closely." Just as she finished this statement, Carol reappeared, carrying a large blue duffle bag. She handed it to Marnie.

Boyd began to look very nervous, his alcohol-induced rage now fading fast. He looked at the bag, then at his wife, then at the bag again. "I... I didn't mean anything by coming in here," he said meekly. "I'm sorry for interrupting your meeting. I'll leave now. Does anyone want anything to drink?"

Marnie laughed contemptuously. "It's too late for that," she said. "And I think you know it."

Boyd hung his head, but then anger resumed its slow boil inside him. "Wait a minute," he said suddenly. "Why should I apologize for saying what I think and defending men?"

Marnie scowled. "Boyd, you're just making it harder on yourself. And I think we have all heard more than enough," she said in an eerily calm voice. "Nancy and Laurel, take Boyd's hands and hold him tight. Sara, grab both his ears and bring him over to me. Sasha, pull down his pants and underpants. Phyllis, you help hold him."

Boyd looked terrified and began to back away. However, the five women carried out their instructions very well, showing surprising strength and courage.

A moment later, a red-faced Boyd stood directly in front of his wife. She was sitting in a straight-back chair surrounded by five determined women. Marnie looked up at him; in her right hand she was holding a large, wooden, flat-back hairbrush. Without a word, she reached up and deftly grabbed her husband's arm, pulling him down across her lap. Once he was in position, she clasped his right arm with her left hand and raised the hairbrush high over her head. "Now, ladies, watch closely," she said. "This is the only sure way to handle your man - or any man - when he gets all macho like this."

Boyd began to squirm across the coarse wool of his wife's suit. "Please, Marnie," he pleaded. "I'm sorry... please don't spank me... not in front of these women."

"You should have thought of that ten minutes ago, before you burst in here, spewing your vile, drunken filth. Now you're going to pay the price for trying to be a macho idiot." Then she brought the hairbrush down hard across his right cheek. The flesh rippled and the sound echoed through the room. All of the women gasped simultaneously. A tear formed in Boyd's eyes. Marnie looked around the room and smiled. "The hairbrush can be a very effective disciplinary tool," she said, bringing it down hard on Boyd's left cheek. "But you can't be afraid to use it to its full potential." For emphasis, she raised the brush and flattened it twenty-five more times across her husband's two trembling cheeks. A bruise began to sprout on the right.

All eyes were on Boyd's rear. Marnie paused and gathered her breath. "This has only been the warm up," she said. "In order to make a lasting impression, you need to strike hard and fast and often." Then, without any additional hesitation, she gripped Boyd's arm tight and launched a series of hard blows, alternating between the two reddening cheeks and his upper thighs, landing a stroke at the rate of one to two per second. Within a minute, Boyd was screaming for mercy as he continuously twisted his body in a vain attempt to escape his wife's lap.

Marnie showed surprising strength and stamina as she raised and lowered her right arm like a machine, her eyes blazing and her teeth clenched. She looked like a demon possessed with some satanic power. The other women in the room stared at her with a mixture of awe and fear. Another minute and more than a hundred hairbrush blows later, she stopped and dropped the brush to her side. Then she released Boyd's sweaty arm and pushed him roughly to the floor. He crumpled in a pathetic heap, tears streaming down his face. His hands immediately flew to his bottom.

Marnie pushed him away from her with her feet. "Go stand in that corner," she ordered sternly, pointing to a corner of the room. Boyd looked up at her for a second, then quickly rose and shuffled over to the corner, pressing his red nose against the wall. His pants and briefs drooped around his ankles. Marnie surveyed the room. "See how easy it is, ladies," she proclaimed. "Any questions?"

The young woman named Phyllis, an attractive, slightly overweight brunette, stepped forward a little and took a deep breath. "I was just wondering," she started timidly, "about how often you have to do it?"

Marnie laughed at the question. "That depends on the man," she replied. "When we first married, Boyd was pretty raw. I needed to spank him at least once a week. However, now we average maybe once a month. Men can learn, if they have the right teacher and the right incentive."

Sasha slowly raised her hand. Marnie acknowledged the young black-haired beauty. "What happens after a spanking? I mean, is that it or will you have him do... anything else?" she asked.

Again, the psychologist chuckled. "The spanking can have its rewards," she said. "Do you want to see?" All the women nodded at once. "Then watch and learn." Marnie stood and pulled the skirt of her wool suit over her waist. She followed this by removing her white silk panties. Then she sat back down in the chair and clapped her hands. Boyd meekly looked over his shoulder. "Get your sorry ass over her and do what I like the most," she demanded. Boyd started toward her, almost tripping over his pants. "And for god's sake, take off your pants and underpants before you fall over and hurt someone."

Boyd did what he was told, and a second later, naked from the waist down and prominently displaying a flaming red bottom, he was on his knees in front of his wife. As soon as he was in this position, she shifted her moistening crotch to the edge of the chair. Then she grabbed his head with both hands and roughly directed it into her vulva, veiled by a thick mat of black pubic hair.

Immediately, her husband buried his tongue deep in her pink folds, alternating between her vagina and her clitoris. A moment later, Marnie closed her eyes and began to breathe heavily as she could feel a powerful orgasm build up inside her. At last, she came violently, biting her lips hard to suppress a scream of ecstasy.

The seven young women around her were transfixed, some feeling a powerful sexual tension building inside themselves as they watched and imagined the great pleasure their mentor was experiencing.

Once she recovered her senses, Marnie roughly pushed her husband backward, stood up, and smoothed down her skirt. "Now who has any questions?" she asked, casually wiping perspiration from her face. She quickly surveyed the room. Boyd was still lying on his back, breathing heavily and nursing a raging erection. Marnie looked down at him and scowled. "Boyd, you can either get out of here and take care of that or put on your spanking uniform."

That got her husband's attention. However, before he could react, Carol asked, "What spanking uniform?"

Marnie smiled. "Well, since he's already totally humiliated we might as well go all the way." She put her foot on her husband's backside, causing him to gasp in pain. "Put on the uniform for the ladies," she ordered. Boyd rolled his eyes in disbelief. "Do it," she demanded. "Or we'll start all over again... and you won't be able to sit for a week."

The unfortunate husband struggled to his feet and stripped off his work shirt. Then he reached into the duffle bag and pulled out a long light pink apron with an ornate lace border. As he looked at it, his face turned as red as his bottom. "Put it on, now!" Marnie bellowed. Slowly, Boyd slipped the apron over his head. The thin cotton extended to just below his crotch, momentarily concealing his now drooping erection. He tied it at the level of his lower back. From behind, the pink cloth framed his posterior perfectly.

Marnie walked over to her husband. "Besides the obvious humiliation, there is a practical aspect to this 'uniform,'" she said. "The ties are much stronger than the cloth, so when I want him secured, I just loop them around his hands, like this." She then proceeded to secure his hands with the apron ties. She had a triumphant look on her face. Her husband looked like he was sorry he was ever born.

Marnie gently kissed her husband's cheek and released his hands from the apron. "Okay, Boyd, you can go back to your game, but leave the apron on," she said softly. "We need to finish our session." A look of great relief came across the poor husband's face, and he quickly gathered up his clothing and headed for the door. However, he stopped just short as he heard his wife proclaim, "Well, ladies, this has been very educational. We'll have to do it again at our next session. Who will bring the wine?"

*  *  *

When she was finished reading, Sylvia looked up from the computer and studied the face of her patient. He was sitting perfectly still; his expression was impassive. She smiled knowingly. "I won't ask you what you think because I already know what you think." She paused to see if he would react to her declaration. He remained impassive. "You're thinking that Boyd got what was coming to him because he is a tradesman married to a professional with a PhD. But the story doesn't really apply to you because you are a well-educated professional yourself." She paused again.

Jason flushed slightly and his lips curled up slightly. He said nothing.

Sylvia chuckled. "It's okay. I have another story for you that might be a little closer to what you can relate to." She shifted her eyes back to the computer screen.

Philip

It may have been a beautiful morning in Southern California. Or it may have been unseasonably cool with fine rain, light fog, and high wind. Either way, Philip Stepnoski would not have noticed. Rather, his complete attention, as he sat on the very edge of his folding chair, was focused on the rich green soccer field directly to his front and on the action generated by the twenty-two adolescent girls galloping over the white lines, chasing the ball with creditable enthusiasm but very little skill.

It was only the beginning of the game, but his heart was already beating erratically. "Come on, Megan," he shouted. "Chase her down; get the ball!"

The other spectators, not quite as animated, looked around at him. The ones closest to him rolled their eyes and shrugged their shoulders. One of the players, a rather tall girl with blonde hair tied back in a ponytail, glanced quickly in Philip's direction, scowled, and continued running.

A minute later, he stood and moved a few feet closer to the field, his eyes wide with anger and his smooth face flushed. "That was a foul, ref," he bellowed. "Are you blind?" The referee, a young man who looked no older than twenty, cast a nervous look at the loud spectator.

"Sit down, Phil, please," said a woman in her early thirties. She was sitting near him and was sipping from a large Deer Park water bottle.

Phil returned her look, stepped back, and resumed his seat. The game began to heat up, and once more the relatively short, thin spectator shifted toward the edge of his chair, his fists opening and closing reflexively. Finally, just as a goal was scored, he leaped to his feet. "Ref, she was over the line... she was over the line!" he shrieked. "Get your head out of your ass."

The young referee glanced over at him, anger creeping into the corners of his gray eyes. Then he picked up the ball and put it back into play.

A man standing near Philip turned away from the action. "Shut up, Stepnoski, you're embarrassing yourself and your daughter," he said calmly.

"Mind your own business, Wharton!" Philip rejoined. "You don't care what happens on the field because Taylor plays soccer like a buffalo."

Wharton's face reddened. "Now just a minute-"

But Philip stopped him. "It's true and you know it. Megan can run circles around your daughter."

Wharton was about to respond when the woman with the Deer Park water bottle stood up. "Stop it, you two," she said. "We're not going to go through this again."

Wharton backed off a little. "You're right, Carol," he said. "I'm not going to get into trouble with the soccer commission because of this jackass."

Philip made a move toward Wharton when, out of the corner of his eye, he saw his daughter get kicked in the shin by an opposing player. Immediately, he rushed to the sideline. "Did you see that, ref?" he called. "That bitch attacked my daughter... and you're just standing there. Are you all right, Megan?" The girl with the ponytail looked over at her father and tried to wave him off the field. She stopped holding on to her wounded shin and started after the ball again. But Philip never budged from the sideline. "How much are they paying you, ref?" he screamed. "You're all a bunch of fuckin' animals... trying to win by knocking out the best player on the team."

This last comment got the full attention of the young referee. He stopped the action and reluctantly walked over to the sideline. "Sir," he started nervously, when he was about six feet from Philip, "please keep your voice down and remember that there is to be no profanity of any kind."

Philip met his eyes. "No profanity?! This whole game is a goddamn profanity... and you're the worst fucking offender. I don't know what high school they got you from, buddy, but they ought to send you back."

The young man looked around him. All eyes were directly on him, awaiting his next move. "Sir, please," he started quietly, "I'm doing the best I can. I must inform you that, by the rules, if you make one more profane comment, I can and will evict you from the field."

"Hah!" Phil said. "I don't think so, dickhead... not unless you want a big goddamn lawsuit on your hands."

Now the young referee was furious; thin blue veins were bulging on his forehead and neck. "Sir, that's just about enough," he shouted. "I'm-"

But he was interrupted by the sudden appearance of an attractive woman wearing a short denim skirt and a white, short-sleeve sweater. She was running in from the parking area, her shoulder length blonde hair flying around her neck wildly. "Wait," she ordered loudly. All eyes shifted toward her, including Philip's. He appeared to deflate considerably as she got closer.

"Liz, where have you been?" one of the other women asked. "Phil was about to get evicted again."

"I'm sorry, Jen," Liz replied. "They were short a doctor in the clinic this morning so they called me in. We just cleared out our last patient fifteen minutes ago." She turned to Philip and the referee. "I'm sorry, Scott," she said. "Don't evict him. I'll take care of this."

Scott, the referee, heaved a huge sigh of relief. "Thank you, Dr. Stepnoski," he said. "We need to get the game started again." He moved back onto the field, blew his whistle, and put the ball back into play. Immediately, the action resumed as though nothing had happened.

Philip cast his eyes to the ground. "Liz... I-"

Liz took his hand. "Let's go to the car for a moment," she said, gently pulling on his arm.

His eyes widened and he dared to look at her. "No, Liz, no," he implored. "I'll be all right, I promise."

Liz Stepnoski smiled at her husband as she continued to urge him toward the parking lot. "Don't make this worse than it already is, Phil," she said in a near whisper.

Philip thought about resisting, about issuing one more plea. Then he looked at the set eyes of his beautiful but determined wife and just relaxed. A moment later, Liz pressed a button on her key ring, and in the parking area the side door opened on a silver Honda Odyssey. When the couple got to it, she stepped up and folded the tops of the two middle seats down. Next, she sat down in the bench seat in the back. Philip remained outside, trembling slightly.

"Come on, Phil, get in here and let's get this over with," Liz said.

He seemed to think for a moment. A hundred yards away, the now uninterrupted soccer game was heating up. He glanced quickly over his shoulder and stepped up into the minivan. Liz pushed the button on her key ring, and the side door closed. She extracted a large wooden hairbrush from her leather handbag. "I'm afraid it's the hairbrush this time," she said.

His eyes grew in horror. "No, Liz, please, not the brush... I'll behave... I promise."

"That's what you said the last time," she replied keeping her voice even. "And I believed you. Obviously, your promises don't mean anything." She tapped her open palm with the back of the brush. "Now, let's get this over with so we can still see some of the game."

The repentant husband nervously scanned the parking area. When he saw that there was no one near, he unbuckled his belt and slowly pushed his jeans and briefs down to his knees. Then he lowered himself across her lap and buried his sweating face in his hands.

Using her strong knees, she centered his bottom so that it was just under her right shoulder. She raised the brush high over her head. "I really shouldn't have to keep doing this, Phil," she said.

"I know," he said sheepishly. "I know... just please don't go real hard."

She snapped her right wrist and brought the brush full force across his right cheek. "I'm sorry, Phil," she said, as he gasped with the impact. "But I don't know any other way of controlling that temper of yours." As soon as she said this, she struck again - this time on the left cheek. Then she struck ten more times in rapid succession.

His bottom began to redden; he was squirming across her lap. "Pleeese, Liz," he pleaded with pain in his voice.

Without interrupting her rhythm, she glanced down at her miserable husband. "Phil, you just humiliated yourself, me, and our daughter," she said just as the brush bit into his flesh for the fiftieth time. "You deserve to be punished rather severely for that. Now, shut up and take it like a man."

Philip tried desperately to relax, biting his lip several times to keep himself from begging as the steady rain of hairbrush blows continued unabated. He tried to think about his behavior, about how he just couldn't seem to control it. At first, he was angry with everyone around him. However, under the wilting influence of the punishment, slowly he began to realize that the only person with whom he should be angry was himself. Once he finally understood that, he stopped squirming. Tears filled his eyes and spilled down his burning face. The sounds of the people and the action outside disappeared, replaced by the frantic pain messages received by his muddled brain.

"I hope you're learning a valuable lesson from this," Liz exclaimed as the brush kissed her husband's blushing posterior for the hundredth time. "Because if I have to do it again, you won't sit for a week... and that's a promise you know very well I'll keep."

He raised his head slightly from his hands. He knew from experience that the end was mercifully near. "Thank god," he said to himself. He endured twenty more blows that were so hard they took his breath away.

Then, sweating and slightly out of breath, Liz laid the brush down beside her. Her husband was lying still across her denim covered lap, crying like a small boy. "Do you promise to control your behavior in public?" she asked, sounding more like a mother than a wife.

Phil took a deep breath and fought back a sob. "I... promise... I swear to god, Liz... I'm sorry."

She maintained her stern countenance. "You better mean it this time, buster," she said.

"I mean it, Liz, I mean it," he returned.

Using her bare knees, she urged him off her lap. He landed in the space between the two middle seats. Next, she lifted her bottom off the seat and raised her skirt above her waist, exposing a pair of white silk panties. "All right, Phil, I guess I believe you're sincere," she said, her eyes dancing. "Now, do what you do best and we'll get back to the game."

He looked up at his wife. Her taut and muscular legs were spread. The crotch of her panties was moist and inviting. Quickly, he raised himself up to his knees, put his hands behind his back, and extended his head so that his mouth was even with her labia. Using his teeth, he picked aside the flimsy cloth barrier and plunged his tongue into the highly lubricated opening beyond. Immediately, Liz gasped and began to moan and squirm on the seat. He too grew progressively more excited, the pain in his bottom being replaced with feelings of lust.

For several minutes, Philip kept up his tongue massage, alternating between her sopping vagina and her twitching clitoris. Her gyrations on the seat became more animated and her moans became louder as she neared release. At last, she put both hands on his head and pushed hard just as a gigantic orgasm washed over her. She bit down on her tongue to suppress a scream. Then, she lifted her hands from his head and slumped back against the seat, totally spent.

He looked up at his wife, her legs spread and her eyes closed. It was all he could do to keep his hands from groping his raging erection or simply attacking her where she sat. Once she was under control, she opened her eyes. "It appears as though you have a problem," she remarked. He smiled at her hopefully. "But we're not going to do anything about it now," she continued. "The soccer game is still going on. Later, I may let you fuck me... but that will depend on how good your behavior is for the rest of the day. Do you understand?"

His eyes lowered submissively; suddenly his heavily wounded bottom hurt again. "Yes, ma'am," he replied.

She smiled. "All right, pull your pants up and get back to the game," she ordered. "I'll be along in a few minutes."

Philip did as he was told, and she opened the side door while he vigorously wiped his eyes, trying desperately to remove all traces of his tears.

As he reached the door, he glanced once more over his shoulder. "Don't be too long," he said quietly. "Please."

"Go on," she said. "I can't go looking like this."

He nodded and turned toward the soccer field. The door closed behind him. A moment later, he was back at his seat. The Pink Avengers, his daughter's team, was up six to two with five minutes left in the game. During a timeout, he looked at Wharton. "I'm... sorry I said what I did about Taylor," he said. "She's probably the best player on the team."

Wharton smiled. "Well, thanks for saying that, buddy," he returned. "But for today, at least, you were right. Megan has scored four goals."

Philip beamed with pride but stayed in his seat. "It appears as though the team is doing its best today. I'm sure that the coach and all the players have contributed equally."

"Phil Stepnoski, is that you?" a woman sitting next to Wharton asked sarcastically. Philip nodded sheepishly. "I don't know what Liz just did, but it's incredible. I wonder if she gives lessons."

Wharton looked at her. "Wait a minute, honey, I don't need any help," he said.

"All husbands need help," she rejoined, laughing.

"Well, you can ask her yourself," Philip said. "Here she comes."

As three pairs of eyes turned, Liz approached from the parking area. Her blonde hair was still a bit disheveled and there were small beads of sweat on her forehead, but she looked radiant. Just as she got to the empty folding chair next to her husband, Megan scored another goal.

"Way to go, Megan," Liz shouted, a broad smile lighting up her face. The girl returned her mother's smile and flipped her ponytail.

"That's some daughter you have there," Kim Wharton exclaimed. Liz nodded in acknowledgement. "And I have to admit that your husband's change in behavior is most impressive. How do you do it, Liz?"

"I spank him," Liz replied in a matter-of-fact voice.

Kim looked at her in disbelief for a few seconds, then chuckled. "That was funny, Liz," she said. "Why don't we invite you over for a barbecue tomorrow and you can tell me what you really do."

Again, Liz nodded and took her husband's trembling hand into her own. "Thank you, Kim," she said. "We'll bring a bottle of Chianti... won't we, honey?"

Philip Stepnoski, thirty-five-year-old corporate attorney, grimaced and shifted in his seat, wishing that he'd brought a cushion.

*  *  *

Once again, Sylvia looked up from her computer. She picked up the bottle of Dasani and took a long swallow. After reading aloud the two stories she had written, she couldn't help but feel just a tiny bit stimulated. She glanced over at her patient to gauge his reaction. As before, he remained impassive. "What do you think, Mr. Greer?"

Jason shifted his position on the couch. "Well... I'm not sure."

She smiled at his uneasiness. "Maybe you're still not sure how you feel," she said. "But can you relate to the characters at all?"

He thought for a moment. "Not really," he answered. "Both guys were obviously wimps and were... excuse the expression... pussy-whipped by their wives." He flushed immediately after saying this, perhaps hoping she wouldn't take offense at his choice of words.

Sylvia chuckled, clearly not offended. "I understand," she said. "Let's try one more story that I think will hit closer to home." She returned to the computer screen.

Kyle

"I'm not saying that women shouldn't be allowed on the same court with men. I'm only saying that I don't think that a good female player can keep up with a good male player, that's all." Kyle Kemperton, who was celebrating his latest victory over club rival Jeremy Cosgrove, was in rare form as he leaned forward in his deck chair, sipping a Heineken straight from the bottle.

His two companions, both young men dressed in white tennis clothes, nodded vigorously. However, an attractive young woman from the next table over didn't agree. "Are you suggesting that you could beat any female player?" asked Clarissa DePaul.

Kyle thought for a second. "Well... I might have some difficulty with one of the pro tennis players," he replied, gazing at his interrogator. "But I think I could beat any woman here. How about you, Clarissa, care to try me?"

Clarissa sat back and shook her head. "No, I wouldn't," she said quickly. "But not because I'm a woman and you're a man. It's just that I don't have the court experience you have... and I'm not as competitive as you are."

Kyle issued a casual laugh. "You know, I've heard a lot of women say that," he said. "But it's really just a cover up."

Clarissa scowled. "Okay... are you stating that you could beat any woman player at this club?"

Again, Kyle thought for a few seconds. His two companions gazed at him expectantly. "Sure," he said finally. "I think so, if the rules were the same for both players. Yeah, I could beat any female player at this club."

Clarissa smiled slowly and stood up. "We'll see," she said as she turned away from the tennis complex and toward the glass doors that led to the inside of the club.

"What do you mean?" Kyle asked, following her with his eyes.

"Just wait here a few minutes," she returned. "I think I can get you a match."

"What a ditz," he exclaimed, taking another sip from his beer and settling back in his chair. His two companions nodded.

Several minutes later, Clarissa returned to the deck. She was accompanied by a tall woman with long blonde hair. She was wearing tan shorts and a light blue Club Med tee shirt. "Kyle, this is Shelby Taylor," Clarissa said once she got Kyle's attention.

Kyle took a look at Shelby and his eyes widened. She was a beautiful woman, blessed with a trim athletic body. He stood up. "Kyle Kemperton," he said, extending his right hand.

Shelby scanned him quickly and took his hand in hers. "I understand you're looking for a match, Kyle," she said.

"I might be," he said. "Do you think you could beat me?"

"I saw some of your match this morning," she said. "You're good... very good. But I think I could beat you."

Kyle looked at her again. He had been an all-conference point guard in college and stood a little over six feet, two inches tall. But she could almost look him in the eye. "You know, you're very attractive," he began, "But how do I know you're not a really a man in disguise?"

She didn't flinch. "Are you afraid, Kyle?"

"Just careful."

Shelby looked around and smiled. Then she grabbed the bottom of her tee shirt and lifted it up to her neck, revealing a pair of small but exquisite breasts. "Does this convince you?"

He flushed. "Okay," he said. "I hope you're not planning on doing that on the court."

She put the shirt back down, once more concealing the breasts behind a veil of cotton. "On the court, I'm all business," she said. "Now, are you up for a match or not?"

He dropped his arrogant smile. "When and where?"

"We'll get to that," she said. "Let's settle the wager first."

This took him a little by surprise. "You want to bet on the match?"

"Are you afraid?"

"No," he said quickly. "But it's against the club rules to play any match for money."

She smiled again. "Who said anything about money?"

"Well, then what are you going to give me when you lose?"

She made a show of scratching her forehead and rubbing the front of her shirt. "In the unlikely event that I should lose, I will... give you the keys to my Lexus SUV," she said. A collective gasp rippled through the rather large crowd that had been attracted to the conversation. "But if I should win. Well, just seeing you lose to a woman would be suitable compensation; however, just to keep it interesting, if you lose, you will lie across my lap naked and submit to a spanking with my hairbrush, until you plead for mercy, I might add."

Kyle flushed again. "I already have a Lexus," he said. "But since we're making it interesting, if you lose - which you will - you will kneel before me naked and suck my dick until I come. How does that sound?" He was a little angry now and trying desperately not to show it.

Shelby thought for a moment. "Agreed, Mr. Kemperton," she said at last. "And everyone here will serve as witness to our oral contract."

They went on to discuss the particulars of the match and the settling of the bet. It was agreed that the match would be played on the following Saturday afternoon on the center court. The match would go five sets and tournament rules would apply. Afterward, both players would have an hour to shower and relax before the bet would be settled in the Racket Room inside the club. Anyone who cared to witness either the match or the aftermath would be permitted to watch.

After the discussion, Kyle Kemperton, twenty-nine-year-old lawyer and senior vice-president of the Dalby Communications Group, shook hands with Shelby Taylor, the thirty-year-old clinical psychologist and former all-star volleyball player. They even shared a Heineken to consummate the deal before parting company.

For the rest of the week, Kyle had trouble concentrating at work. He rarely lost a tennis match and had never been close to losing to a woman. But Shelby was different. She had seen him play, but he hadn't seen her; thus, she was an unknown quantity. Then there was the wager. He wouldn't have minded playing for money, although as a single man earning in excess of two hundred thousand dollars a year, he didn't really need any more of it. But this match was for pride and dignity, and he knew it. He had never been spanked before, not even as a child, and he didn't exactly relish the thought of 'losing his virginity' to this arrogant woman in front of the whole club. But there was more - he could feel himself becoming more and more attracted to this strange, beautiful woman. He didn't like the feeling that he might be losing control.

As the week progressed and the countdown to the match grew shorter, he became so agitated that he took Friday afternoon off. But instead of relaxing with his friends, he sat in the den of his beachfront condo and watched tennis videos. Then he went to the tennis courts at the public park and practiced serves until dark. All of his instincts told him he couldn't and wouldn't lose to a woman. But he didn't want to take any chances, not with so much at stake.

Saturday dawned sunny and cool - perfect weather for tennis. Kyle awoke with a start at seven-thirty, at least an hour earlier than he usually did on Saturday morning. Quickly, he ate a half grapefruit and two pieces of buttered toast. Then he showered, shaved, and dressed in his best tennis clothes. He was at the club by eleven o'clock, sitting courtside watching a match between two teenage boys.

By twelve-thirty, all matches had stopped and a large crowd of eager spectators was beginning to assemble in the bleachers around center court. Dr. Frank Latrell, one of the founding members of the tennis club, agreed to act as umpire and dutifully climbed up into the chair. Several of the younger players had been recruited to serve as ball chasers.

Five minutes later, Shelby arrived, accompanied by Clarissa and three other young women. She was wearing a short, pleated tennis dress with a halter top. Her hair was tied back. She was even more attractive than Kyle remembered from the week before. He grew angry as he realized that it would take all of the discipline he could muster just to focus on the competition and not the competitor.

At twelve forty-five, the two players met near the net to shake hands. "I'm looking forward to seeing you humble yourself," Kyle said boldly, trying to avoid staring at her partly exposed chest.

Shelby laughed. "That's probably what Bobby Riggs said to Billie Jean King, Mr. Kemperton."

Kyle also laughed, although a bit nervously. "That was just a bit before my time, Dr. Taylor," he said. "Yours too, I imagine." Then they shook hands again and took their positions on the court.

A coin toss determined that Shelby would serve first, and she subsequently opened the match with a relatively soft serve that the cocky lawyer promptly slapped back for a winner. This got his adrenalin pumping and for the next fifteen minutes he played like a man possessed, chasing down lobs and attacking the net at every possibility. He held each of his own serves and broke hers twice. Thirty minutes later, he had won the first set, six games to one.

He felt good but a bit winded as they passed each other while changing ends of the court. He couldn't help but notice that she had yet to break a sweat. The second set did not go nearly as easily for the arrogant young attorney, as his attractive opponent matched him game for game, stroke for stroke. The tiebreaker alone lasted nearly ten minutes. And when it was done, the psychologist, much to her opponent's amazement, had prevailed. "You're finished," he told her when they passed each other again for the start of the third set.

"We'll see," she replied.

As if to illustrate his point, Kyle began the set like a wild man, sprinting across the court and hammering the ball as hard as he could. His aggressive play allowed him to take a quick four games to love lead. However, in the fifth game, he was noticeably tired; she broke his serve on a high lob that he couldn't quite chase down. After that, he struggled just to keep up as she ran the court and attacked the net with a skill he had never before seen in a female club player. He ended up losing the set six games to five.

Kyle didn't even look at his opponent as they passed each other yet one more time for the start of the fourth set. He hadn't been challenged like this for a long time and he was beginning to feel like an old man. A part of him wanted to just get the match over with so that he could sit down and relax. But then there was the wager, the humiliating image of him draped across her lap, being soundly spanked in front of god-knows how many people.

That image and the fear it inspired sustained him for the first two games. However, after that his fatigue overcame his fear, and he rationalized that perhaps it wouldn't be so bad, maybe she would go easy on him, maybe he could actually enjoy being across her lap - after all, she was a beautiful woman, and to be that close to her creamy thighs and perky breasts couldn't be a bad thing.

He lost the third game thinking about her breasts, as he could see the nipples poking out from behind the thin cotton of her halter. He lost the fourth game thinking about her thighs. Then, as he realized they were tied at two games apiece, he forced himself to concentrate on the match, to fight through the fatigue, to think about how nice it would be to see those breasts and thighs kneeling before him. He held serve in the next game, but couldn't break hers. Now the set was tied three to three. Sweat dripped profusely from his cheeks as Kyle faced his opponent across the net. Shelby too was sweating; however, far from looking tired, she looked energized.

Using the last of his dwindling energy, Kyle launched two consecutive aces. However, that proved to be his final moment of glory. After going down thirty-love, Shelby proceeded to reel off four consecutive points to break serve and win the game. Then, playing with a coldly deliberate intensity, she simply demolished her opponent over the next two games to win the set, six games to three, and the match, three sets to one.

Kyle wiped the sweat from his beet-red forehead, shook hands with his opponent, and walked off the court with his head down. The large crowd looked on in somewhat stunned silence, having just seen the club champion thoroughly beaten by a woman. The winner didn't gloat, however, as she followed Kyle off the court.

"Perhaps we should postpone the settling of the bet," she called after him.

He turned and faced her. "Thank you," he said rather meekly. "But let's not make this worse than it already is." He glanced at his watch. It was now three-thirty. "I need to shower and sit down for a while. I'll meet you in the Racket Room at five."

"All right," she said, wiping her face with a towel. "But I will expect you to be naked."

He reddened slightly. "Shelby, I am well aware of the terms of our contract," he said. Then he addressed the crowd that was beginning to disperse. "Five o'clock inside, for anyone who cares to watch the rest of it."

Kyle Kemperton walked back to the locker room alone. Once inside the lounge area, he slumped into an armchair and downed a bottle of Perrier. He had not felt this low since he missed two free throws in the last second of the conference championship game at the end of his senior season. The misses cost his team a chance to move on to the NCAA tournament. In the first half, he had been practically unstoppable, scoring eighteen points, grabbing five rebounds, and dishing out nine assists. However, in the last five minutes, when his team needed his best performance, he became invisible. For a long time after, he had been haunted by that game. When it counted the most, he had choked.

He thought about that experience as he slouched in the chair, sweat drying around his dark hair. Perhaps he truly was a loser, a guy who didn't know how to win when it mattered most. Perhaps that was the reason he had specialized in corporate law instead of becoming a litigator. He remembered, after the big game, hoping that the coach would call him into his office and yell at him, dress him down for missing those free throws. But the coach never did, and Kyle was forced to swallow the guilt associated with letting his teammates and university down.

He had lost again today, in much the same way as before, except now he had the opportunity to face the consequences, of experiencing the pain of losing and letting others down in the process. With that in mind, he rose, stripped off his sweat-soaked clothes, and took a long, hot shower.

The water and the heat revived him to a degree, and when he stepped back into the locker room from the shower, he at least felt human. He glanced at his watch as he finished drying himself off; it was now ten minutes before five o'clock. He started to get dressed, then remembered one of the conditions of the wager. He shed his briefs and wrapped the heavy towel around his waist. He looked at himself in the mirror as he approached the door of the locker room. "Well, Kemperton, time to face the music," he said aloud.

The Racket Room was filled to capacity with an assortment of young and older men and women, all members of the club, all eager to see an interesting show. When Kyle entered wearing only a towel, a collective gasp rippled through the crowd. Most of the men were eerily silent, while most of the women were smirking and giggling.

Shelby sat in the middle of a long leather sofa. She looked radiant in a denim miniskirt and short-sleeve polo shirt. Her blonde hair cascaded down her long, muscular back like a waterfall. In her right hand, she was clutching a large, wooden hairbrush. She grinned when she saw her opponent, flashing the whites of her perfect teeth. "Are you ready, Ace?" she asked.

Kyle tried to smile but didn't quite make it as he neared her. "I guess so," he said. "I only hope your forehand is worse than your backhand."

Her smile widened as she patted her lap. "Grace under pressure, I admire that," she said. She patted her lap again. "But it won't save you. It's time to pay up." The crowd became silent immediately, watching the every move of the two opponents, just as they had earlier that afternoon.

He turned and faced the throng. "For you men, I'm sorry. Sometimes, things don't always work out the way you plan them," he said rather softly. "For you ladies, well, enjoy this now because this is the first and last time." He removed the towel and extended his right hand toward the psychologist. She took it and urged him down across her denim-covered lap. He stretched the full length of his lean body over the sofa; his bottom was directly below her right shoulder. He could feel her bare thighs and instinctively rubbed his flaccid penis between her legs.

Her eyes widened and she quickly struck a hard blow with the brush. "There will be none of that," she declared in his ear. He flushed and ejected a small puff of air as the pain registered in his muddled brain. Immediately, she followed up with ten more strikes of equal intensity. "There's something I should have told you, Kyle," she said, pausing to let him catch his breath. He looked up at her. "I take spanking very seriously, I'm afraid."

He shuddered reflexively. "Now you tell me," he said sarcastically and put his head back down. Again and again and again, she slammed into his unprotected rear with the heavy brush, staining it dark red in a matter of a minute or so. Tears came to his eyes, and unconsciously he drew his hand over his seat. She grabbed it with her left hand, pinned it behind his back, and laid down another barrage. This caused him to squirm and writhe.

She spread her legs slightly to keep him under control. After the hundredth stroke, he was now close to crying. She leaned down toward his ear. "Plead for mercy," she whispered. "You're finished. There's no point in enduring any more pain."

Kyle listened to the words and part of him agreed with her. However, he just couldn't quite bring himself to quit so soon, to humiliate himself further by begging her to stop. "I... won't quit... until you do," he said.

Shelby responded by delivering another twenty strokes, filling the crowded room with the harsh sound of hard wood meeting soft flesh. Then, abruptly, she tossed the hairbrush to the floor. "You showed more character than I would have given you credit for, Kyle," she said. "You can get up now. I'm satisfied."

Kyle nodded and tried to lift himself up, but he couldn't quite manage it. The pain and the fatigue overcame him and he simply slumped back down across his adversary's lap and cried. At first, she was surprised. However, a moment later, her motherly instincts kicked in and she began to stroke his sweating neck. She looked at the people who were still gathered around the sofa. "I think he's pretty much had it, folks," she said. "Perhaps you could give us a few minutes alone, please." Slowly, individuals nodded as her request penetrated the fog that the spanking had generated, and five minutes later, Kyle and Shelby were alone. He was still lying across her lap; his eyes were closed and he was sobbing. "Kyle-" She stopped stroking his head. "Kyle, look at me," she ordered. He opened his eyes and looked over his shoulder. "You know, you should have beaten me today."

"Wha...what do you mean?" he asked.

"I mean, you're a much better player than I am," she replied, her face serious.

"Not today."

"You know why you lost today?"

Now he adjusted himself so that he was sitting up. "Sure," he said. "Because I choked. I always choke. I'm a loser."

"No, you lost because you're not very smart."

He flinched. "Thanks a lot," he said. "That makes me feel a hell of a lot better."

She cracked a small smile. "Kyle, you may be a smart man, but you're not a smart player," she returned. "I knew that you'd start out like a wild man, hoping to beat me right away and humiliate me in front of all your friends. You wore yourself out trying to show me up. And I let you. I knew that all I needed to do was be patient and you'd get tired. It happened actually much faster than I thought it would. I think I probably overestimated your level of conditioning. However, nonetheless, what you need to do is learn how to pace yourself and you will never lose again."

He gazed at her. As much as he would have hated to admit it, this was something of a revelation. "How do you know this?"

"I'm a psychologist, Kyle," she answered. "And a damn good one." She sought his eyes with hers and took his hand. "You know, I don't think you're as much of a Neanderthal as you think you are. In fact, I think, with a little work, you could be quite an attractive man."

He looked surprised. "Thanks," he said, not knowing quite how else to respond.

"Don't get carried away with yourself again, Kemperton," she said sharply. "What you need to do is let a woman take control of you for a while."

"Are you offering to do that, Doctor?"

She smiled again and wrapped her fingers around his penis. It responded immediately. Then she eased him back onto his back and lifted her skirt above her waist. Much to his surprise, she wasn't wearing any panties underneath. "Perhaps," she said. "If you can prove yourself worthy of my attention." However, before he could answer, she straddled him and guided his erection into her eager and dripping vagina.

Kyle simply closed his eyes and relaxed. Perhaps this is better, he told himself, perhaps... perhaps... and I don't have to worry about choking.

*  *  *

When she finished reading, Sylvia glanced over at the clock. It was now ten minutes after six, and the early summer sun was beginning to set. She shifted her gaze to her patient. His eyes were half-closed and he had slumped back into the couch, as though the combination of stress and fatigue had finally caught up with him. "I trust this story hit a little closer to home, Mr. Greer," she said.

Jason opened his eyes fully. "I think I get the point."

"I can see that you're tired," she said, continuing to watch him. "And it's getting late, so let's wrap up this session. I want you to think about what we have accomplished this afternoon and the stories you heard." She looked down at her appointment book. "Then let's meet again on Friday at the same time, five o'clock. Does that work for you?"

"Do you really think we need another session?" he asked.

"Mr. Greer, we have made progress today, but that progress will be lost if we don't follow up."

Jason sighed with resignation. "All right," he said. He withdrew his smartphone from his jacket pocket and swiped the screen. "It looks like Friday at five is okay."

Sylvia smiled and stood up. "Splendid." She opened the office door and extended her right hand.

Jason, recognizing the gesture as the sign to leave, also stood, put his jacket back on, and moved toward the door. When he reached it, he lightly shook hands with his new therapist.

"I will see you on Friday, Mr. Greer," she said. "That gives you three days to think about what we have accomplished today."

He nodded and slipped through the door. She closed it behind him and went to the high window to watch the sunset and relax.

After a few minutes, she turned away from the window and went back to her desk. She quickly typed up a few notes and shut down her laptop. She withdrew her small black leather purse from the bottom drawer and extracted her keys.

Ten minutes later, she was on the road in her Mercedes convertible, listening to Schubert's Trout Quintet on the satellite radio. She'd started listening to classical music when she was an undergraduate because she thought it made her seem more worldly and sophisticated. She developed a genuine taste for it three years later. Now, she and her husband had season tickets to both the symphony and the opera. She never missed a performance of either.

When she pulled into the sweeping driveway leading to the massive three-storey, five-bedroom colonial she shared with Tom and two Siamese cats, she parked in the three-car garage next to Tom's Land Rover. She smoothed down her hair, checked her appearance in the side mirror, and headed for the door that led to the inside, remembering to close the garage.

She entered the house and called out, "Tom, I'm home." There was no answer. She scowled and went into the large, open, custom kitchen with its granite countertops and stainless steel appliances, a true sanctuary for any serious cook such as her husband. The two cats were on the table eating kibbles out of ceramic bowls. They looked up briefly at Sylvia, then went back to their eating. She regarded the cats for an instant, then poured herself a glass of white wine. She did a quick scan of the oven and counters and saw that they were all clean and empty, no food or food preparation in sight.

"Tom," she called again. The house was quiet except for the low steady sound of a clock ticking. "Damn it," she muttered. She gulped the wine and moved through the elegantly-styled living area to a room on the other side of the house. When she reached the doorway, she peered inside. Her husband was sitting at a desk with his back toward the door. He was gazing intently at a 26-inch computer monitor on which were displayed numbers and graphs. "Tom," she called yet one more time, her voice cutting sharply through the still air.

At the sound of his wife's voice, Tom whirled in his chair and stood up immediately. "Oh, Sylvia... I didn't hear you come in," he said.

She entered the room. "Obviously," she said in a very unpleasant voice. "I certainly didn't expect to come home to an empty kitchen, not even a greeting."

Tom tried to match her glare but couldn't. "Gee, I'm sorry, Syl. I thought this was your late night so I started researching some new investment opportunities."

"My late night is Wednesday," she said icily. "This is Tuesday."

He flushed. "You're right; I guess I lost track," he said. "Honey, I will get some dinner started in a few minutes. I'm right in the middle-"

Sylvia retracted her right hand and slapped his backside so hard he staggered backward. "Wake up, stupid," she said. "I don't care if you're in the middle of planning for world peace. When I get home, your time belongs to me. Understand?"

He rubbed his bottom vigorously. "I... I'm sorry."

She softened slightly. "Well, it's really my fault, I guess. I thought your training was complete, but obviously you are in need of some remediation. And I'm just in the mood to provide that remediation, so get to the room. I'll be up in a few minutes."

Tom's eyes widened. "Wait, please. What about dinner? Let me take care of it."

"I can't believe you just said that," Sylvia said. "But you're making the situation worse by the second. Get your sorry rear upstairs now! I will take care of dinner."

He hung his head, gave a quick look at the computer screen, then turned and headed for the stairs.

"Stupid," Sylvia whispered to herself. After he was gone, she pulled out her cell and ordered moo goo gai pan from the Chinese restaurant in the neighborhood, asking for delivery in two hours.

She looked at the small clock on the desk next to Tom's computer and smiled to herself. It was twenty minutes after seven. She had until nine o'clock to provide the remedial training she believed her husband desperately needed. She went back into the kitchen and drank another glass of white wine. "Time for some action," she said aloud and moved toward the stairs.

The door was open and light streamed from the room at the end of the long hall on the second floor. When she reached the doorway, she peered inside. Tom was standing in a corner by a small window. He was completely naked and his face was toward the wall. The room itself was sparsely furnished with a four-poster double bed covered by a black quilt, a chair with a leather seat and a wooden back, and a dark-oak armoire.

She entered the room and clapped her hands once. Tom turned around to face his angry wife. For an instant, she just glared at him. He wilted and sank to the floor on his knees. "Tom, when was the last time I whipped you?" she asked, continuing her icy stare.

Tom didn't dare look up. "I don't know," he replied meekly.

She shook her head. "Neither do I," she said. "And that's obviously a problem. You're losing some of your fear and respect."

Now, he did manage to raise his head. "No, Syl, that's not-"

Sylvia cut him off with a wave of her hand. "I didn't give you permission to speak," she exclaimed.

He lowered his head again and stared at the carpeted floor.

"There is nothing more to discuss. It is clear to me that you are sorely in need of some behavior modification," she said. "Get over the bed now!"

Without looking at his wife, Tom pushed himself up from the floor, moved to the end of the bed, and draped his upper body over the quilted surface.

"Stretch out your arms," she ordered.

He complied immediately. She approached his quivering body and kicked his legs. He spread them. Then, using thin cloth straps attached to the posts, she secured his hands. When she was finished, she gazed at him for a few seconds. "I like seeing you in this position," she said. "I think we're going to do this more often."

Again, Tom said nothing. He closed his eyes and tried to relax.

Sylvia patted his bare muscular bottom and smiled. "I have always liked your bottom," she said. "But I have to say it looks even better after a severe whipping." She walked over to the armoire and opened the doors. Inside was an impressive collection of paddles, crops, and leather straps. She ran her fingers across each implement and finally selected a thin, black-leather Scottish tawse. It was her favorite implement.

Gripping the handle of the tawse tightly in her right hand, she moved to within two feet of her husband. "I will whip you until you are crying and begging for mercy," she declared. "Then you will swear that you will never again display the kind of disrespectful attitude you did when I got home. And, I must warn you, even if you say it, if I don't believe you are sincere, I will keep whipping you."

Tom grimaced and took several deep breaths to steady himself in preparation for the ordeal he was about to face.

Sylvia didn't waste any more time after her declaration. With a flourish, she retracted her right arm and snapped the tawse forward, striking his bottom directly across the center. The sound of leather meeting flesh echoed through the small room.

She followed this up with another quick strike, impacting the space where his bottom connected to his upper thighs. He grimaced again and bit down on his tongue.

After these first two strokes, she began in earnest, establishing a steady rhythm, staining his backside a deep red within a matter of a minute. Tears filled his eyes; his bottom swayed from side to side. His hands flexed and strained against the strips of cloth that held him in place.

With a demonic expression on her pretty face, Sylvia continued the whipping. Small beads of sweat formed on her forehead. Her mouth parted, showing the edges of her perfect white teeth. She was in her element now, and she could feel the onset of a powerful arousal.

As the whipping went on, Tom gathered his breath, trying desperately to suppress the humiliating sobs that were forming in his throat. Finally, after many more of the bruising stokes, he seemed to lose control completely. "Please... please stop," he cried in a voice that sounded like a little boy.

Sylvia laughed and struck five more times quickly. "Why should I?"

"Oh, god, Sylvia... please-"

She struck five more times, this time concentrating on his sensitive upper thighs. "You didn't answer the question."

The well-punished husband gathered his breath one more time. "Please... I'm begging you. I swear I've learned my lesson."

Sylvia smiled with satisfaction and set the tawse down on the bed next to his head. "Okay," she said. "You sound sincere. And you better be, because if you're not and I have to come home to your lousy attitude ever again, I promise you will receive a whipping you will never forget. Do you understand that?"

"Yes, ma'am," he replied immediately.

"All right," she said. She released his hands and patted his bruised bottom. "Now, get up on the bed on your back."

Without any hesitation, Tom pushed himself up, then lay down on the bed on his back, wincing slightly as his bottom came into contact with the quilt. Sylvia quickly stripped out of her skirt and panties, leaving her white cotton blouse on. She paused for a few seconds to gaze at his full erection before climbing up on the bed and straddling him.

With the fingers of her right hand, she slowly massaged her clitoris until she was lubricating freely and could feel an orgasm building. She came a few minutes later, letting out a small shriek of pleasure.

When she was recovered, she reached down and guided Tom's twitching penis into her vagina and rode him like a bronco, twisting and gyrating until she came again. He too moaned and let loose, ejecting several thin streams of semen into her. She collapsed onto his body. Both were breathing heavily.

Sylvia rolled into Tom's arms and tenderly stroked his thighs. "You know I love you," she said softly.

"Yes," he said. "And it's everything to me."

She smiled broadly. "We are very blessed, Tom."

"Yes," he agreed. "I know I am the luckiest of men."

She nodded. "Sometimes, I wish other men could see that."

"Well, you have certainly helped a lot of men see the light over the years. I'm sure there will be a lot more. You're the best."

Sylvia thought for a few seconds. "You know, this afternoon I gave a pretty severe therapy spanking to a young financial advisor from Bitterson."

Tom's eyes widened. "Bitterson? My father loaned old Avery Bitterson the money to get started."

"Yes, I know."

"Is Jenny Logan still there?"

"Yes. She is now the managing director."

"Good analyst," Tom declared. "I remember giving her a boost a few years ago when she was getting started in the business."

"Yes, you did a good job," Sylvia said. "I think we both helped her."

"Well, I know you will get this young advisor to see the light. I think it would certainly be a big mistake to butt heads with Jenny."

"You're right," she said. "I think he'll come around." Again, she paused. "I asked him how he thought Jenny got the position. You know what he said?"

"Probably that Jenny slept with old Avery," Tom replied.

"You're right," Sylvia said.

Tom chuckled. "If only he knew how wrong he is."

She leaned over and kissed his cheek. "I'm getting another little surge of energy." She glanced at the thin gold Rolex on her left wrist. "We have about an hour before the food gets here. Come over here and take care of me."

"Yes, ma'am," he said, smiling.

*  *  *

It was ten minutes before five o'clock on Friday afternoon. Once again, Dr. Sylvia Beltran stood at the floor-to-ceiling window in her office. This time she was watching a storm approach from the northwest. A good storm is almost as beautiful to see as a sunset, she thought.

Realizing the time neared five, she turned away from the window. She was wearing her customary black skirt and white blouse. Her long dark hair was pulled back primly. She glanced briefly at the file on her laptop, then opened the door that led to the outer office.

Jason Greer, wearing a white polo shirt and charcoal pants, was sitting in the nearest chair, studying his smartphone. He looked up when he heard the door open. "Are you ready, Mr. Greer?" Sylvia asked.

"I guess so," he replied. He slipped the phone into a leather carrier attached to his belt.

She smiled. "Then let's get started."

This time there was no preliminary hesitation. He moved expeditiously into the office and sat in the middle of the couch. She followed him in and closed the door. "How do you feel today, Mr. Greer?" she asked as she hoisted herself up on the front edge of the desk.

"Okay," he said. "Perhaps a little tired and ready for the weekend."

"Any weekend plans?"

"Just to relax, I guess," he said. "Maybe watch a couple of ball games, play some tennis, if the weather is decent."

"Sounds good," she said. "Have you had a chance to think about our last session?"

"Every time I sat down."

She huffed. "Oh, come now, Mr. Greer, I didn't think the spanking was that bad."

He scowled. "You weren't on the receiving end."

"So, is that all you thought about?"

"No," he said. "I did think about how I feel about women."

"And did you come to any conclusions?"

Jason gave her a slight smile. "I'm going to try to change."

"Well, it's a start," Sylvia said. "I did speak with Ms. Logan yesterday."

His eyes widened and he leaned forward on the couch. "Wait a minute. I thought our session was confidential."

She held up her right palm. "Relax, Mr. Greer," she said. "I didn't say anything about what happened during our last session. However, she did refer you to me. I need to follow up to see if you have made any progress in her estimation and to see what we still need to work on."

Jason sat back. "Okay, what did she say?"

"She said you were unusually quiet on Wednesday and Thursday. She said it was too early to tell if your being quiet was good or bad, but she is more hopeful."

"Where do we go from here?"

"That's an excellent question," she said. "Perhaps one more story will be therapeutic."

"You're not going to spank me this time?" He sounded almost disappointed.

"Only if you need it."

"How will you know if I need it?"

She frowned. "Believe me, I will know," she remarked. "Especially if you continue to ask smartass questions you don't need to ask."

"Sorry," he said. "I'll be a good boy."

Sylvia smiled again. "Yes, I'm sure you will." She shifted to her laptop.

Carson

Carson Compton glanced at the alarm clock on his bedside table. It was six fifty-five on a cloudy Monday morning. He disliked getting up with the sun and the birds, but these days he didn't have much choice. His schedule was filled.

First, he had his nine o'clock graduate level class in finance for small business. Then, after his class, he had to go the Watterson Commerce Bank, his father's bank, and work into the early evening looking over mortgage and small loan applications. Finally, when he arrived back home, he had to study. If he was lucky, he would crawl into bed at midnight.

This morning, he got out of bed, took a quick shower, and dressed in his normal navy-blue business suit. He made it down to the dining room for breakfast by seven forty-five. His parents were already at the table, eating eggs benedict and fruit cocktail. "Good morning, Carson," his mother said cheerily as he sat down. His father never looked up from the morning edition of the Wall Street Journal.

"Good morning, Mother," he said.

As he was arranging himself in his chair, a young woman wearing a maid uniform approached. "What would you like for breakfast, sir?" she asked.

Carson glanced up at her and noticed that she had a firm body inside the uniform and an attractive, unblemished face. He also realized that he didn't remember ever seeing her before. "Oh... just some toast and coffee," he replied. She nodded and turned toward the kitchen. "Who is that?" he asked his mother.

"That's Carmen," his mother replied. "She's Maria's daughter."

"Where's Maria?"

Mrs. Compton smiled patiently at her only son. "Frankie is on vacation this week. Maria is doing the cooking and Carmen is helping out." She paused and looked at her son. "Carson, you've seen Carmen before. She helps Maria with the cleaning quite often."

"I guess I didn't notice," he said. And, in fact, having lived all of his life in a wealthy household with servants, he didn't notice. Truth be told, he didn't know the regular cook's name was Frankie until just now. What he knew was that he always had food on the table and clean clothes in his closet. He never worried about how this happened or who provided the service.

Later, as he was about to leave for the university, Carmen approached him again. She had exchanged her maid's uniform for a denim miniskirt and white tee shirt. Her long, black hair, which had been up in a bun before, was now combed down. Carson was stunned at her simple beauty. "My mother said you are going to the university," she said.

"That's right," he replied, his eyes never leaving her.

"Do you think you might be able to give me a lift? I don't have a car today."

He couldn't help glancing at her shapely legs and wondering what was under her skirt. "You need a lift?" he echoed. She nodded. "Sure. I didn't know you were a student."

"You didn't know my name until this morning," she said. Then her lips curled up in a sly smile. At that moment, she had him. "But you know it now. Let's see what else you can learn about me."

If a domestic had dared to speak to his parents this way, she would have been discharged immediately. However, Carson wasn't his parents. Rather, in his own way, he was impressed by her bold manor and captivated by her looks. "Are you ready to go?" he asked.

"Any time," she answered, smiling.

When they were in his small BMW convertible, he almost ran up over the curb because he couldn't stop looking at her. "What are you studying?" he managed to ask when they got on the highway.

"Clinical psychology," she replied. "I'm a first-year graduate student."

"What are you going to do when you graduate?" It was a natural follow up question, but not the question he really wanted to ask.

Carmen spread her legs slightly, just enough to tease him but not enough to reveal anything personal. "Go into private practice," she replied quickly. Then she looked at him again and flashed him that small, sly smile. "But that's not the real question, is it?"

"I don't know what you mean," he said, shifting his eyes to the road, pretending to give it his complete attention.

"I know what you're thinking. You're wondering how the daughter of a maid can be a graduate student at the prestigious Boling Sandheim University."

That was exactly what he was thinking, but he didn't want her to know that. "That wasn't what I was I thinking at all," he said. "But now that you mention it-"

"I got a scholarship for the undergraduate program. Actually, your father helped to arrange it. When I was accepted into the graduate program, I got a graduate assistantship that should take care of my tuition through the doctorate."

Carson couldn't help but be impressed. He didn't have to worry about tuition and never really thought about where the money was coming from. For him, school was an obligation, not a privilege. He wanted to ask more questions; however, they arrived at the university before he had the chance. "Where can I drop you?" he asked.

"At the graduate psychology building," she replied.

A minute later, he stopped the BMW in front of a large brick building with Carbill School of Psychology printed in bold letters on the side. "Thanks for the ride," she said, once again smiling at him. "Did you learn anything more about me?"

"Not as much as I would like to," he said. "Do you need a lift after your class?"

"I would like that," she said. "But our schedules aren't compatible."

"How do you know that?"

"Carson, your schedule is posted in the kitchen." She opened the door and eased out onto the sidewalk, hoisting her backpack in the process. "But I will see you when you get home from work at seven. I think my mom is planning to cook pot roast."

She was gone before he had a chance to respond. There was so much he didn't know, both about Carmen and about how the household in which he had grown up was managed.

Carson paid little attention in his class. His mind was on Carmen. There was something about her that made him want to see her again, to be with her. And it wasn't just her looks, although she was a true beauty. It was the way she spoke, the way she carried herself, the way she had regarded him, as though she knew everything about him.

He found that he could barely pay attention at the bank either. He was constantly glancing at the clock, willing it to move faster so that he could get home and see her again.

Then, when he did arrive home that evening, he did something he had never done before. He went directly into the kitchen, sat down at the small table near the massive six-burner stove, and ate his dinner with Carmen and her mother working nearby. When he finished, he took his plate and utensils and placed them on the counter next to the sink. "That was very good. Thank you," he said.

Maria was stunned. However, Carmen simply smiled as she rinsed the dinner plate. She turned to her mother. "Mama, you look tired. I'll finish up in here. Why don't you go on home and relax?"

Maria nodded. "Thank you, Carmen." She kissed her daughter gently on the cheek, gave a sideways glance at Carson, and left the kitchen.

Carmen finished washing the plate and utensils. "I bet you haven't been in here for a long time."

He chuckled. "Not since I was a kid."

"So why tonight?"

"I wanted to see you."

"Why?"

Why, indeed, he thought. But he knew the answer. She was beautiful and alluring, even in the loose-fitting maid uniform. "I want to learn more about you."

Carmen turned away from the sink and counter and gazed directly at him. "Again, why?"

"Well, I think you're interesting and someone I would like to get to know better." It didn't sound good, but it was all he could think of.

She scowled. "There's no point to it, unless you think you can take advantage of me."

Carson was taken aback. "I wasn't thinking that."

She shook her head. "Wealthy men have been taking advantage of poor servant girls for centuries," she said. "Why should this be any different?"

"I wouldn't do that," he protested. "I'm not that kind of man."

She laughed. "Carson, all men are that kind of man. Besides, I know my place in the world and you know yours, and that's just the way it is."

He could feel himself growing angry at her and the situation he couldn't quite control. This was a new experience for him. Not knowing what else to do and wanting her more with every passing second, he approached her and grabbed her hands. "Well, if I have already been convicted, I might as well commit the crime." He pulled her into his body and tried to press his lips to hers.

However, she rebuffed his advance. With surprising strength, Carmen pushed him and slapped him hard across his left cheek. He staggered backward and bumped into the table. She folded her arms across her chest and watched him regain his balance. "Carson, that was clumsy and stupid," she declared. "And unnecessary."

He took a deep breath to compose himself. His anger was draining away, supplanted by the thought that he was moving into uncharted territory without a map or compass. "What do you mean?"

She smiled at him. "Carson, I've been watching you since I was a little girl," she said softly. "And I believe you have potential as a worthy man."

"Thanks a lot," he said sarcastically.

"I mean it. You just need firm guidance to get you where you really want to be."

"And you can give me that guidance?" He was intrigued again as he realized that up to this point, his life had been planned out for him by his parents. He had no direction of his own, only the blind and unsatisfying pursuit of more wealth and more status. Even the young women he had dated so far had been arranged for him.

Her smile widened. "You put yourself in my hands and you will be happier and more productive than you can imagine."

"What would you do to make that happen?"

"First, I would show you what happens when you try to exert your control over a strong and determined woman."

Carson could now feel himself being drawn to her power. He wasn't sure he liked it. But then, he wasn't sure he didn't like it either. "How would you do that?"

"Carson Compton, you need to be punished for stupidly trying to rape me," she declared.

His eyes widened at the word rape. "I never tried to rape you."

She shook her head. "Explain that to your parents and the police."

He huffed. "You're bluffing."

"You want to try me?" She had a very hard look on her pretty face.

He wilted under her intense glare. "No."

"Good answer."

There was a lull in the conversation, during which Carson became even more nervous and confused. "So, what happens now?" he asked finally. He wanted her more than ever now, but he understood that he was in her world at this moment; she was in control.

She continued to glare at him. "I know what you want and I know what you don't want."

"What's that?"

"You're not that difficult to read," she said. "Right now, you want to rip off my dress and fuck me, but you don't want me to cry rape while you're doing it. Does that just about sum it up?"

"Wait a minute-"

Carmen cut him off with a wave of her hand. "It's pointless to deny it. You're a man used to getting what he wants when he wants it. And like almost all men, you think with what's between your legs." As she was talking, her expression slowly softened; her brown eyes were active and dancing. "But I'm a woman, and I don't have what you have so I don't have to think with it." She paused and watched him for a few seconds. And while she was watching him, the fingers of her left hand lightly gripped the hem of her dress and raised it, exposing most of her sleek thighs. "I like you, Carson; I have always liked you. You can be an attractive man. And with my guidance, you could get most of what you want and none of what you don't want."

Carson's eyes were drawn to her bare thighs; his brain was racing. "How?"

She knew she had his full attention. She smiled at him. "It's a multi-step process, and we have to follow it step-by-step. Are you willing to do that?"

He took a deep breath to calm himself and tried to think. But in the end, there was nothing really to think about. That he wanted her more than anything else in the world was no longer in question. That she was in firm control was no longer in question. Now, as he saw it, he only had two choices: Place himself in her hands and do what she says or walk away and lose her and what she was offering forever. Even though he had only known her for twelve hours, he understood that he couldn't walk away. He hung his head in submission. "What is step one?"

Carmen beamed with satisfaction. She raised the hem of her dress high enough to show the edge of her black silk panties. "From now on, you will do exactly what I say when I say it. Do you understand that?"

He was beaten. "Yes, I understand," he said almost woodenly.

"Okay. The first step is for you to take down your pants and briefs and bend over the chair."

This wasn't what he was expecting. "What?"

"You heard me. You behaved like a boor and you need to be punished for it. Now, you will either submit or I cry rape."

Not much of a choice, he thought. But the situation had come this far; the outcome was out of his control. Without any additional protest, he nodded, lowered his suit pants and briefs to his knees, and bent his upper body over one of the kitchen chairs. "What now?"

Carmen opened one of the drawers and pulled out an enormous wooden spoon. She slapped the bowl against the palm of her left hand. "I think you know what happens now. And from here on, you will keep your mouth shut. Is that clear?"

He closed his eyes. He had never been spanked before and couldn't really imagine how bad it would be. "Yes."

There was no more talk after that. Carmen moved to within two feet of Carson's trembling body. She gripped the long handle of the spoon in her right hand, retracted her arm, and released it full force, impacting the right cheek of his bottom.

He shuddered with the suddenness of the pain. She chuckled and stuck again, this time hitting the left cheek, producing a loud thud as wood met flesh. He grimaced and wondered how many of these strokes he would have to endure before she was satisfied enough to satisfy him.

But she was far from satisfied. Her goal was not just to punish but to break him, make him cry and beg. To achieve that goal, she had to be relentless and merciless. Without hesitation, she landed stroke after stroke after stroke, staining his once pristine bottom a deep red and producing pain and misery that he had never before experienced.

For at least three agonizing minutes she maintained a steady pace. Purplish bruises sprouted on his flesh. His bottom swayed from side to side. His fingers turned white from gripping the sides of the chair. "Oh...god," he cried. "Please stop. Haven't I been punished enough?"

Carmen wasn't moved. Instead of stopping, she slammed the spoon into his upper thighs ten times in rapid succession. "I'll tell you when you've been punished enough."

He gathered his breath. "Please... I'm begging you. I can't take any more."

She pulled her stroke and rubbed his inflamed bottom with her left hand. "Your bottom does look pretty sorry," she said. "But are you sorry?"

"Yes... Oh, yes. I'm very, very sorry."

"Am I in complete control?"

He didn't have to think about this. "Yes, you're in complete control."

She dropped the spoon and stepped back. Quickly, she reached under her dress and stripped off her panties. She spread her legs and leaned back against the counter. "Time for step two," she declared. "Get up from the chair and look at me."

Carson pushed himself up and turned around. His eyes nearly popped out when he saw her naked pubic area beckoning to him.

She held up her hand. "Step two is you crawling over here on your knees and tonguing me to at least two orgasms." She gazed at him. The pain in his bottom ebbed away. "Now, get on your knees and get over here."

He didn't hesitate. He was more than ready for step two. He thrust his head between her legs in less than five seconds. He was a relative amateur when it came to cunnilingus, but his tongue seemed to know instinctively what to do. Alternating between her clitoris and vagina, he had her moaning and groaning within minutes. She screamed and convulsed when the first orgasm hit.

He stopped and leaned back. However, once she recovered her breath, she put her hands on his head and urged him back. "One more of those," she said.

His penis was throbbing, but he did what she ordered him to do. Five minutes later, she nearly passed out when orgasm number two hit. She caught herself and pushed him back on his bottom with her foot. She looked down on him. He appeared as eager as a dog trying to please his mistress.

"Time for step three," she said.

Carson wisely said nothing, just continued to gaze up at her.

"Step three is you take me to bed. When we get there, you lie down on your back. I will be on top. I will always be on top unless I say otherwise. Understand?"

There was nothing to understand really. Carson Compton was a beaten man, more than ready to do anything to please Carmen. "Yes, I understand," he said in a near whisper.

She smiled at him. She stripped off her dress and black lace bra, exposing a pair of exquisite breasts. "All right then, carry me to bed and make love to me the way I tell you. When we're finished and I'm well satisfied, we'll discuss step four."

Carson stood up and prepared to scoop her up in his arms. He stopped. "Wait a minute," he said. "Won't my parents hear?"

She laughed. "Your parents are out for the evening," she informed him. "Now, quit stalling and get started."

"Yes, ma'am," he said as he lifted her into his arms. She seemed to him as light as a cloud.

*  *  *

Sylvia stopped reading and looked up from the computer screen. Dark clouds were massed in the west. Small drops of rain occasionally impacted the high window. She glanced over at her patient. "No need to say what happened next," she said, smiling. "I think you get the idea."

Jason nodded. "Yes, I get the idea."

"Of course, Carson was completely smitten from that moment on," she said. "But how do you think his parents felt about him developing a long-term relationship with Carmen?"

"I imagine they discouraged it, given their wealth and social status," he replied.

"At first, yes. But, remember they have known Carmen for most of her life. Carson's father helped her get into college. So, as they saw how happy their son was and how she was progressing in school, they accepted her. It's always nice to have a doctor in the family, even if that doctor is a psychologist."

"Good for them and good for her," he said with more sarcasm than enthusiasm.

"And what do you suppose happened to Carson?"

He flashed her a sly smile, indicating that he really was paying attention. "No need to speculate on that," he said. "You're talking about your husband, Tom, aren't you?"

Carmen nodded and returned his smile. "Good pickup."

Jason seemed impressed. "Word is that your husband is a very shrewd investor. I know he and Mr. Bitterson do business together sometimes."

"That's very true. Tom is, indeed, a very talented investor," she said. "But - and I say this with all due humility - he would still be working at his father's bank reviewing loan applications if I hadn't taken control. And he wouldn't be the aggressive investor he is today if I didn't maintain that control."

Jason thought for a moment. "So, you're saying that if I let some woman take control of my life, I will be more successful, like Tom?"

Sylvia clapped her hands in delight. "I think we have a breakthrough."

"Perhaps," he said. "But obviously Tom was very lucky to have attracted the right woman."

"Yes, he was and still is," she said without blushing. She glanced at the clock and saw that it was nearing six o'clock. The rain fell more steadily. She looked at Jason once again. "I think we need one more session." She wrote something on a piece of paper and rose from the desk. "Be at my house tomorrow at six."

He also stood. "You want the next session to be at your house?"

"Yes. I do therapy at home sometimes." She approached him and handed him the paper with her address on it.

"But tomorrow is Saturday."

"I do therapy on Saturdays sometimes," she said. Then she gave him a hard look. "Look, Jason, we've had a breakthrough this afternoon and we need to follow up as soon as possible. You don't have to work tomorrow, so the timing should be good. I think we can wrap things up in one more session. Besides, I think it would be very helpful if you meet Tom and talk with him for a while, sort of get his perspective."

"What if I have other plans?"

"Do you? I mean plans that don't include a bar crawl and two or three beer buddies trying desperately to score with some woman whose name they won't remember on Monday?"

He smiled in spite of himself. "Well, when you put it like that, no."

"All right then. I will expect you at six. Dress casually. If the weather is decent, Tom will grill us some steaks and we'll eat out on our deck. How does that sound?"

"It sounds like the kind of therapy session I can get into."

Sylvia opened the door to the outer office. "Get some rest, Jason, and think about the progress we've made and how you want your life to be."

Jason looked at Sylvia as he was moving through the door. "Thanks for your time and your belief in me, Doc."

"You're welcome." She closed the door behind him, sat down at her desk, and pumped her fist. "Yes!" she said. She pulled out her cell and, scrolled through her contacts, and placed a call.

*  *  *

Saturday dawned clear and bright. The gentle warmth of early summer increased as the sun rose higher and higher in the sky. Sylvia called in her part-time cleaning crew and her occasional cook to get the house prepared for her evening session with Jason Greer. She knew that, for what she had planned, everything had to be as well put together as possible.

At five thirty, Sylvia began her inspection. First, she looked at herself in the full-length mirror hanging in the dressing room of their owner's suite. She wore a long, gray cotton dress that framed her trim body to perfection. Her long, dark hair was combed and brushed so that it bounced and cascaded over her shoulders and down her back. She had white, leather sandals on her shapely feet. Her manicured toenails were painted dark red.

Once she was satisfied with her own appearance, she sought out her husband. He was on the deck getting the propane grill prepared. He wore dark-blue jeans and a dark-yellow polo shirt. He had a long white apron draped over one of the wooden deck chairs. His handsome face was freshly shaved and his short blonde hair was neatly combed. "You look very nice this evening," she said, patting Tom gently on his muscular bottom.

"Thank you," he said. "So do you."

She reached up and kissed him on the cheek. "Thanks for your help and support."

He smiled. "Anything for you," he said. "Besides, this should be an interesting evening. I wouldn't miss it for anything."

"Yes, it should be interesting. But it's also very important." Then she dropped her pleasant smile. "And you better be on your best behavior."

"Yes, ma'am," he returned. He wanted to give her a mock salute, but he knew from painful experience that she was deadly serious.

"How long will the steaks take to grill?"

"Probably about twenty to thirty minutes."

Sylvia nodded. "Okay. Esther made salad and ice tea. I think she also made cherry cheesecake for dessert. What about baked potatoes?"

"If I put those in the deck oven at low heat now, probably forty-five minutes."

She turned toward the door that led into the sun room. "All right. I'll get the dishes and silverware ready and check on our other guest. You just stay out here. I'll bring Jason out when he arrives and you men can talk. Plan to have the food ready by six thirty." Then she went into the sun room, leaving behind her instructions along with the scent of her body lotion. Tom took four Omaha steaks out of the small deck refrigerator and placed them on a platter.

Just as the grandfather clock in the great room chimed six o'clock, the doorbell rang, its sequence of tones echoing through the house like a song. Sylvia went to the intercom. "Tom, Jason is here. Get ready." She didn't wait for a response.

When she opened the front door, Jason Greer was standing on the porch. He held a bouquet of white roses and a bottle of Chardonnay. "Jason, right on time," she exclaimed. "Please come in." She stepped aside. When Jason was in the foyer, she closed the door. She glanced at the roses and wine. "The roses are beautiful and the wine is perfect," she said. "Let me escort you to the deck. You can talk with Tom while he gets the steaks ready. I have something else I must attend to. I'll see you at dinner."

She took the roses and wine from Jason and escorted him through the house to the deck. Tom smiled when he saw his wife and patient at the French doors that led to the deck. He was now wearing his grilling apron. "Jason, this is my husband, Tom," Sylvia said.

Tom held out his right hand. "Jason Greer," he called cheerily. "It's a great pleasure to actually meet you at last. I feel like I know you already. Your father was a very talented attorney. I was sorry to hear of his passing."

Jason returned Tom's smile and shook his hand. "Thank you. The pleasure is all mine," he said. "I know my father made quite a bit of money investing with you."

Sylvia watched for a few seconds, then touched them both on the shoulder. "Well, I will leave you boys alone," she said. "Dinner at six thirty." She disappeared inside.

"Jason, would you like a beer?" Tom asked.

"Sure," Jason replied.

Tom pulled two bottles of Heineken out of the deck refrigerator, flipped the tops, and handed one bottle to his guest. For a minute, they both stood side by side sipping the beer and smelling the steaks grilling.

Finally, Jason spoke, "Thanks for inviting me for dinner. The steaks look great."

Tom turned the steaks; the small flames in the grill leaped for an instant. "Any excuse to grill out here," he said. "I'm just grateful that the storm passed."

Jason glanced around the large well-landscaped backyard, framed by a six-foot privacy fence. "You have a beautiful home."

"Thanks. I have Sylvia to thank for all of this."

Jason thought for a moment. "She does seem like a remarkable woman and a good psychologist."

Tom nodded. "The best in the business."

"Pardon me for asking, Tom." Jason hesitated for a few seconds, not quite sure how to proceed. "But-"

Tom smiled at Jason's awkwardness. "But you want to know if Sylvia really does control me, right?"

"I guess so, yes."

"The short answer to that question is yes, she does. I wouldn't have it any other way."

"And are you happy... I mean really happy?"

"Do I look happy?"

"Yes, you do."

Tom looked at the steaks again. "I mean, who wouldn't be happy married to an intelligent and beautiful woman. She knows what's best for me and keeps me on track. You said yourself that your father made a lot of money investing with me. Without Sylvia's firm guidance, I would still be reviewing mortgage applications in my father's bank and looking for love in all the wrong places."

Jason nodded. "I get that," he said. "But... does she really, you know, discipline you?"

Tom smiled again and didn't blush at the indelicate question. "You want to know if she spanks me?"

Jason laughed. "Yes, I guess that's what I want to know."

"Again, the short answer to that question is yes, she spanks me. But only when I deserve it."

"What do you do to deserve it?"

"Mostly if I don't follow her instructions. Sometimes, but not often, I forget that she is smarter than I am and I try to think for myself when it comes to practical matters. Now, obviously, I am a good investor. She doesn't try to control that. She just makes sure that I do my job as well as I can."

Jason shook his head sadly. "Man, how do you find a woman like that?"

"Well, I was lucky. She found me, and I guess I was ready to be found." He paused and put his hand on Jason's shoulder. "Look, Jason, the right woman for you is out there waiting for you to see her. But you won't find such a woman in a crowded bar on a Saturday night or on a dating app."

"I'm sure you're right about that," he said. "But it's all I know at this stage of my life."

"That's unfortunate," Tom said. "But stay alert, keep an open mind, and you may be surprised." He stopped and looked at his gold wristwatch. "Shit!" he exclaimed suddenly.

"What's wrong?" Jason asked.

"It's twenty after six and I was late putting the potatoes in the deck oven. It looks like we won't be eating at six thirty." Tom lifted the metal lid of the deck oven and checked the foil wrapped potatoes.

"How long, do you think?"

Tom stuck the tines of his grill fork into one of the potatoes, then pulled them back out again. He shook his head. "If I turn the heat up, about twenty minutes. Sylvia will be mad, I think."

"How mad?" Jason asked, taking a long swallow of the beer.

Tom managed a tight smile. "Ten minutes probably doesn't seem like a big deal," he said. "But to Sylvia, the delay is evidence that I didn't follow her instructions. You may get a chance to see some of that discipline in action this evening."

Jason's eyes widened. "Look, man, I'm sorry if I distracted you."

"It's not your fault. I should have been paying more attention." Tom increased the flow of propane to the oven, then checked the steaks. "I need to keep an eye on the steaks. I definitely don't want them overcooked."

For the next several minutes, neither Jason nor Tom spoke. They simply stood near the grill sipping their beer and gazing at the sky. At six twenty-nine, Sylvia appeared at the door carrying white dishes. Tom opened the door for her. "Are the steaks and potatoes ready?" she asked.

Tom looked at the steaks on the grill. "The steaks are done," he said.

"What about the potatoes?"

"Probably another ten or fifteen minutes," he replied.

She scowled. "Why aren't they ready?"

"Uh... I forgot to put them in before six."

Her scowl deepened. She glanced over at Jason, who was trying to make himself invisible. "Jason, you might as well see this," she said. "I'm sure Tom has already told you that he needs to follow my instructions to the letter and what happens when he doesn't."

Jason nodded.

"Well, I said the steaks and potatoes needed to be ready by six-thirty. It is now that time but no potatoes for another fifteen minutes. He knows what's going to happen. Watch and learn." She gave Tom a hard look and turned her head toward the inside of the house. "Come on out here, please, and bring the cutting board from the kitchen," she called. She turned back to the two men. "Okay, Tom, bend over the table and drop your pants." She set the dishes down on a small table with a glass top.

Tom moved toward the large iron and glass table, giving Jason a discreet I-told-you-this-would-happen wink. When he reached the table, he dutifully unbuckled his jeans and pushed them to below his knees.

While he was bending his upper body over the smooth glass surface, a woman appeared in the doorway. She had a mature but attractive and unblemished face. She was wearing a white sundress, the hem of which stopped three inches above her knees, exposing muscular and tan thighs. Her shoulder length dark-blonde hair was combed down and back, and was secured with a white headband. She was barefoot. In her right hand, she was holding a thin, wooden cutting board in the shape of a paddle. She held up the board. "Sylvia, is this the one you want?"

"Yes," Sylvia replied and took the board.

Jason had been cowering near the grill; however, when he saw the woman, his jaw dropped. "Jenny?"

Jenny Logan smiled as she glided through the French doors onto the deck. "Surprised?"

Jason was about to respond, but Sylvia cut him off with a wave of her left hand. "Look, I'm sure you two have a lot to discuss. But first, I must take care of Tom. His incompetence and inability to follow my instructions will cause us to eat later than I said we would. He needs to answer for that." She approached her husband, the cutting board clutched tightly in her right hand. When she got to within a foot of him, she carefully rolled his black briefs down to below his thighs; then she bent down and whispered in his ear. "Well played, honey," she said. "But I will need to be harsh to set an example. I promise I will make it up to you later."

Tom nodded and closed his eyes. This wasn't the first time he had been in this position. It wouldn't be the last.

Without another word, Sylvia stepped back, retracted the board and launched it forward, striking directly in the center of Tom's two quivering cheeks. He grimaced but held his position. A second later, she struck again, slightly lower this time, leaving behind a bright red rectangle. Then she struck again and again, swinging the board with practiced precision.

After a minute or so, tears filled Tom's eyes. He bit down hard on his tongue to keep from crying out. His bottom was flaming red.

Finally, after fifty terrible strokes of the board, she stopped and set it down on the table. She patted his inflamed backside with her left hand. "Okay, get your jeans and briefs back up and prepare the steaks while we set the table." She turned to Jason and Jenny. "That's how it's done," she declared. "Tom won't be making that mistake again any time soon, will you, Tom?"

Tom secured his jeans and unconsciously rubbed his wounded bottom. "No, I won't."

After a few seconds of stunned silence, Jason and Jenny came to their senses and helped get the table and food ready. By ten minutes before seven, they were sitting down to eat.

During dinner, little was said by anyone, as the four seemed to enjoy the steaks and the atmosphere. Then, once everyone was finished and the table was cleared, Sylvia turned to Jason. "Jason, is this the first time you have seen your manager this way?"

Jason nodded. "Yes," he said. "Jenny, you're beautiful."

At first, Jenny Logan beamed at the compliment. Then her expression hardened. "But I shouldn't have to dress this way to get your attention."

Jason flushed. "I... I'm sorry."

Sylvia held up her hand. "That's true, but appearance can be an effective tool in controlling men," she said. She looked at Jenny. "Jenny, I believe you have something you wanted to tell Jason."

Jenny nodded and took a deep breath. "I'm not quite sure how to start."

Sylvia smiled encouragement. "Tell Jason what you've been telling me. I believe he's ready to hear it. This is, after all, his therapy session."

Jenny took another deep breath. At work, she was a no-nonsense, stolid manager, who dressed and acted the part. However, now, she seemed to struggle to find the right way to express herself. She dared a look at Jason. "Jason, I know I've been hard on you. But, it's only because I believe you have potential and are worth the time. I also know you are uncomfortable having a woman as your manager. That's unfortunate because, as Tom can tell you, I am very good at what I do. If you place yourself in my hands and do what I tell you without protest or resistance, I firmly believe you can be one of the best analysts in the area."

Tom nodded. "She's right, Jason. I helped Jenny get started in the business. I know what she's capable of. There's no question you two would be a great team."

Jason couldn't stop looking at Jenny. "I... don't know what to say. I want to be the best."

"Good," Jenny said. "Now, are you ready to trust me to provide the right guidance?"

Jason looked around the table. All eyes were on him. "Well, this is sudden and very unexpected. I guess so."

Jenny scowled. "There can be no guessing about it. You either trust me to guide you or you don't." She paused and gave him a demure little smile. "I should also tell you, Jason, that I think, in spite of your overtly sexist attitude toward women, you are an attractive man. With the right guidance, I think you and I can have a future together."

The young man's eyes widened. "What do you mean?"

"Don't be stupid, Jason," Sylvia said. "What do you think she means?"

He flushed again, this time a little deeper. "Okay, I get it."

Sylvia scowled. "Is that all you have to say? My god, boy, she's offering you everything you ever hoped for. You either accept it with gratitude or walk away right now and lose it forever."

Jason took a long swallow from his glass of red wine. "So, we would be like you and Tom?"

"Would that be so bad?" Sylvia said.

Jason looked around the table again. Tom smiled at him, the pain from the recent paddling apparently forgotten. "Jenny, are you sure this is what you want?"

"I am very attracted to you," she said. "At some level, I may even love you. But I need to be in control. I will push you and push you to be the best, both as an analyst and a partner, but the reward in the end will be worth it... for both of us."

Before the confused young man could respond, Sylvia reached across the table and gently touched his hand. "It doesn't get any more heartfelt or sincere than that, Jason."

Jason shifted his gaze between Sylvia and Tom. "I think I know what you want me to say," he started, directing his gaze to Jenny. "But, may I ask a question first?"

"Of course," Sylvia replied.

Jason took a deep breath. "I want to know if you and Tom really do love each other."

Tom and Sylvia looked at each other and smiled. "Yes, we do," Tom answered. "Very much."

"And our love continues to grow," Sylvia added.

"So, if I say... What am I supposed to say?" Jason said.

Sylvia scowled. "You know, Jason, for such a smart man you aren't very bright."

Jason said nothing, just sat back in his padded deck chair, trying to process what was happening to him. The events that were unfolding came at him like a runaway freight train. The very core of his self-identity was being methodically peeled away like the layers of an onion.

Sylvia persisted. "We all know what you're thinking right now. There is a huge disconnect between what you think you want and what you really want. You may think you want some pretty little submissive girl who will play housewife while you go off to work every day. Or maybe you would finally settle for one of the society princesses your mother tries to fix you up with. But they won't make you happy, and deep down you know it."

Again, the young man said nothing, only stared at the two hands folded in front of him.

Sylvia continued, "Or maybe you think if you just wait long enough, true love will suddenly flash before you like a lightning bolt. But you know it won't. Love is too complex for that."

*  *  *

Jason Greer, son of the very successful and wealthy corporate attorney Gerald Greer, sat in stunned silence. He was the product of the union of two socially prominent parents. He had gone to the best private schools in the region. He had been the captain of his high school soccer team and a star member of his college soccer team. He had an MBA, specializing in finance. But now the world he thought he knew had been turned upside down in a matter of a few days.

But Dr. Sylvia Beltran was not finished with him. "Have you ever picked up a woman in a bar on a Saturday night, taken her home, and told her you love her on Sunday morning?"

Jason looked up and nodded sheepishly.

"But the relationship, such as it was, never moved forward, did it?"

"No."

"That's because you don't really understand love. Most men don't. Neither do many women, for that matter." Sylvia paused and glanced over at Jenny. "But Jenny does understand now, and she wants to share that understanding with you. At the risk of sounding like a bad cliché, let me suggest that true love is a beautiful flower. First you plant the seed in good rich soil, then you water it and nurture it, and over time it blossoms. And it will continue to blossom as long as you take care of it." She reached over and touched Jason's folded hands. "Does any of this make any sense to you?"

Jason nodded again. "This is all so fast," he said. "But maybe there's something in what you say."

Sylvia gripped the ends of his fingers. "Let me try something else," she said. "There are many possible paths to true love and happiness. Your path lies in submission, submitting to the greater will, giving up some control. Remember that trying to control all aspects of your life can be a roadblock to success, especially for a man. Jenny is offering to eliminate that roadblock. Will you let her?"

The young man's blue eyes widened as though he had just had an epiphany. "Have I been a fool for most of my adult life?"

Sylvia gave him a patronizing smile. "I wouldn't say you've been a fool as much as you've been misguided. But now you have a chance to make things right for yourself... and Jenny."

"Okay," Jason started. "Let's say that I agree with you and decide that it would be better for me to submit, as you put it, to give up some control. How do I proceed? What is the next step?"

"Jason, what happens now is out of my hands," Sylvia said. "The person you need to be talking with is Jenny Logan."

Jason looked over at Jenny and saw her as if for the first time. "Jenny, what do you want me to do?"

Jenny took a deep breath and hesitated as though she wasn't entirely sure what to do next either.

Sylvia pushed back her chair and stood. "I think you two need to be alone," she said. "Tom and I will clean up. You two can use the room at the end of the hall upstairs. If you decide to stay the night, breakfast will be at eight-thirty. Tom and I go church at ten. You're certainly welcome to come with us." She turned to her husband. "Come on, Tom, let's work on the kitchen."

When they were alone, with the early summer sky beginning to darken around them, Jason touched Jenny's hand. "Jenny, do you really want to do this... whatever this turns out to be?"

Jenny grabbed his fingers and gripped them tightly. "Jason, I have been alone for the past six years, consumed by my career. When I met Tom and Sylvia, I was very jealous. I want what they have and won't settle for less. I see a lot of Tom in you and, perhaps I flatter myself too much, I see some of Sylvia in me. I believe we can be great together, but you will need to give yourself up to me the way Tom has given himself up to Sylvia."

Jason was mesmerized by her words and her natural beauty. He was treading in very deep water and trying desperately to keep his head up. "I have been a fool; I see that now. I don't want to continue being a fool. But I guess the practical side of me wants to know what exactly is on the table."

Jenny smiled. "The choice is simple, Jason," she said. "You can either submit to me and achieve the happiness you want, or you can move on, keep searching for a better deal. The choice is yours, but you need to make it now."

Jason suddenly felt very tired, as though he, like Atlas, was carrying the world on his broad shoulders. He sank in his chair and placed his head in his hands. "All right," he said wearily. "You win."

"That's not exactly the enthusiastic response I was hoping for," she said.

"I'm tired, Jenny, very tired. I concede that you're right, I concede that I am very attracted to you, and I concede that I would be a fool to walk away. Now, if you're in control, take the next step and I will follow. It's all I can do at this moment."

Jenny released Jason's fingers and rose from her chair. "Very well. If you're serious about submitting to me, then let's have you prove it."

"How?"

"They have a very interesting room upstairs," Jenny said. "Follow me there now and I will test first your loyalty and then your ability as a lover." She turned toward the open French door and stepped inside the house without looking back.

Jason watched her go through the door, thought for a second, and decided that he didn't want to be left alone in the semi-darkness. He didn't necessarily want to see the room upstairs because he thought he knew what she meant by testing his loyalty. However, in the end, he understood that her power over him was undeniable. In the end, he knew he would submit. He stood and followed Jenny into the house and up the stairs.

When he reached the room at the end of the hall, he stopped in the doorway and peered inside. Jenny was sitting on the edge of the double bed. In her right hand was a hairbrush paddle made of oak. When she saw Jason, she beckoned him with her left index finger. "I think you know what happens next," she said. "So, come in, drop your pants and briefs, and bend over the end of the bed."

Jason Greer knew very well what would happen next; he was just a player following a script that had already been written. But in that doorway, he hesitated.

Jenny scowled and stood up. "Jason Greer, you've come too far to back out now. So, get your ass in here and bend over the bed. Let's get this over with so we can move on to better things."

Jason nodded. Once again, he felt overwhelmed. His ability to resist was no match for her power to control almost as if they had a will of their own, his feet and legs began to propel him toward the end of the bed. When he reached it, he unbuckled his belt, unbuttoned his jeans, and pushed them down to his knees, along with his briefs. He bent his upper body over the bed and waited.

Jenny grasped his arms and secured his hands to the bedposts with the same cloth restraints Sylvia used on Tom. "Don't be afraid," she whispered. "I learned from Sylvia that I need to be harsh to be effective. I will break you so that I can remake you into the man we both can live with."

"How will you know when I'm broken," Jason managed to ask, trying to keep himself from straining against the cloth that bound his hands.

She chuckled as she gripped the handle of the paddle tightly in her right hand. "I think we'll know."

She retracted her right arm and snapped it forward, landing a solid shot to the right cheek of his trembling bottom. "God, that hurts!" he exclaimed.

"Good," she said, striking again, this time impacting the left cheek. "Because you're in for a lot more. I imagine the demon in you is very strong."

He grimaced, closed his eyes, and tried to imagine what life would be like with Jenny, coming home together, sleeping together. However, as the small, wooden paddle continued to bite into his tender flesh, all he could think about was the pain and how he could get it to stop. He wondered what it felt like to be broken, especially by a beautiful woman who was trying so hard to control him.

And while he was wondering and imagining, the rain of paddle strokes continued. Again and again and again, the paddle graced his bottom until it was flaming red. The pain ricocheted through his body like a stray bullet.

Finally, after at least two minutes and more than a hundred painful strokes of the paddle, he broke. He hadn't planned on breaking; it just happened. "Oh, god, Jenny... please stop. I can't take anymore... please."

"Will you accept my control without protest?" she asked, striking his upper thighs for emphasis.

He didn't have to think about his response. "Yes... yes."

She stopped and set the paddle down on the floor. "Okay. This is the way it's going to be from now on. You will ask me to marry you because I won't live with a man unless we're married. Then, after we're married, we will buy a house together. I will tell you what to do and when to do it. If you protest, try to resist, or fail to follow my instructions to the letter, you will be punished severely. Do you understand?"

He took a deep breath to steady himself, trying as hard as he could to choke back the sobs that were forming in the back of his throat. "Yes, I understand."

She picked up the paddle and struck his sore and extremely reddened bottom three more times. "Another thing. When you're in this position and I ask you a question, you answer with ma'am. Is that clear?"

"Yes, ma'am."

Jenny leaned over him, patted his bottom gently, and kissed him on the neck. Then she released his hands from the restraints. "Okay... get the rest of your clothes off and lie down on the bed. We're going to do something else I learned from Sylvia."

Jason didn't ask what that was. He didn't really care. He was broken and more than ready to follow whatever instructions she gave him. In less than thirty seconds, he was completely naked and lying on the bed on his back. He was somewhat surprised to see that he had an erection. At least that part of him got aroused at being controlled by an attractive and aggressive woman.

Jenny stripped off her dress and panties. She wasn't wearing a bra. She stood over him, her naked body glistening with sweat. "First, I will squat over your face and you will tongue me to orgasm," she said. "Then we'll see what you can do with that hard dick."

Without waiting for a response, she climbed onto the bed and hovered over his face. Slowly, she lowered herself so that her genitals were directly over his mouth. Immediately, he stuck out his tongue and made contact with her clitoris. She gasped and moaned her approval. She came less than a minute later.

When she was recovered, she moved down his body and impaled herself on his penis. Once she had it where she wanted it, she moved up and down and back and forth until she came again, this time much harder. He also let loose, flooding her with hot semen. She collapsed on top of him, breathing heavily.

Jason too was breathing heavily but also savored the feel of her body on top of his. The pain from the paddling shrank to a distant memory. He was now completely broken, and the remaking process had begun.

When their breathing was under control, she rolled off him and onto her side. "Hold me," she ordered. He held out his arm and gently pulled her into him. They fell asleep in this position.

*  *  *

Jason and Jenny awoke when the first rays of morning sun came through the window. They were naked and locked in each other's arms. Sometime during the night, Jenny had pushed Jason onto his back and ridden him to another thundering orgasm.

When her eyes had adjusted to the soft light, she looked at Jason, now her new lover, and smiled. "Good morning,"

Jason returned her smile. "Good morning."

Jenny extricated herself from his arms and sat up. "I have to say that last night was better than I had hoped for," she said. "How do you feel?"

He thought for a few seconds, once again trying to make sense out of the situation. Yesterday morning he never would have imagined feeling good about waking up next to the woman who had been the bane of his existence for the past two years. Yet, here he was, completely smitten and ready to submit, to follow her anywhere and do anything she asked him to do. "I... feel like a new man," he said.

"You are a new man," she said. "You've been reborn." She leaned down and kissed him softly on the cheek.

Instinctively, he reached over and stroked her inner thigh. She didn't pull away; rather, she put her hand on top of his and guided it up to her pubic area. "Let's see what you can do with your fingers," she said.

Jason didn't need further instructions. "Yes, ma'am." Immediately, he inserted two fingers inside her vagina and put his thumb on her clitoris. She closed her eyes and was soon overcome by a powerful climax.

He withdrew his fingers and began to reach for her. He had a raging erection. But she pulled away and slapped his arm. "I will tell you when you may fuck me," she said, glancing down at his penis. "If you need relief, go into the bathroom and jerk yourself off. Is that clear?"

Jason rolled away from her; his penis drooped. "Yes, ma'am."

Jenny smiled and kissed him again on the cheek. "I hope you understand that this is part of the control," she said. "If you stay with me, this is the way it will be from now on."

"I understand," he said. Then he looked at her. "May I ask you something?"

"Of course."

He took a deep breath. "Will... will you marry me?"

Jenny chuckled. Jason's face fell. She touched his cheek. "I'm sorry," she said. "I never imagined being proposed to while naked in bed. I envisioned something a bit more romantic."

"I'm sorry to disappoint you," he said. "I've never done this before."

"Think, then try again."

Jason did think for a few seconds before he was struck by the epiphany she was waiting for. He slipped out of bed, got down on one knee, and kissed her hand. "Jenny Logan, will you please do me the honor of marrying me?"

She beamed down at him as he knelt like a supplicant at her feet. "Yes, Jason, I will marry you."

He stood up and took the liberty of kissing her softly on the lips. She didn't resist or pull away. "Thank you," he said.

Now, she pulled his body down on the bed and kissed him hard, inserting her tongue into his mouth. When she released him, she smiled. "Okay... this time you need to get on top and fuck me - right now."

His penis sprang to attention immediately. He was tempted to ask if she was sure, but he could tell that she was. Besides, she had given him an order; he wasn't about to start their new life together by disobeying. "Yes, ma'am." He got on top of her; she pulled him down, and they coupled. It was over in less than five minutes.

When their breathing was under control, she glanced at her wristwatch. "Jason, it's ten after seven. We better get showered and dressed."

He nodded.

At exactly eight-thirty, Jason and Jenny, now showered and dressed, walked hand-in-hand into the kitchen. Tom and Sylvia were already there, drinking coffee. They both smiled when they saw the couple. "Did you have a good night?" Sylvia asked, although the answer was obvious.

The couple looked at each other. "Yes, I believe so," Jenny answered. "Jason proposed and I accepted."

Both Tom and Sylvia stood up and drew the couple in a long hug. "Congratulations!" Sylvia said.

Tom shook Jason's hand. "Welcome to the fraternity, bro," he declared. "You will never regret your conversion."

Jason looked at his new fiancé, appearing radiant in the morning sun streaming in through the high windows. "No, I don't believe I will."

"Well," Tom said. "Let's get you some breakfast. Will you be joining us at church?"

Jason deferred to Jenny. "Whatever you say," he said softly.

Jenny nodded. "I don't think it would be a bad idea to thank God this morning," she said. "Then, we have some things to do today, don't we, Jason?"

"I would say, most humbly, that we have quite a bit to do, starting with a trip to the jewelers."

"How soon will you want to get married?" Sylvia asked, while Tom began to make a large ham and cheese omelet.

"As soon as possible," Jenny said.

"Don't you want a large, fairy tale wedding?" Sylvia said.

"No," Jenny replied. "My sister had that kind of wedding. The wedding turned out better than the marriage. She is now divorced. I know my parents don't want to go through that again. I think a small wedding is best, perhaps with you and Tom as witnesses." She turned to Jason. "What about your mother and sister, Jason?"

"We'll go together and tell them this evening, if that's okay with you," he said. "But I don't really care what they say."

"We'll also have to see what Mr. Bitterson says," Jenny said. "I don't know if he will give us the time off."

Tom stopped his food preparation and said, "Don't worry about Bitterson," he said. "I have some pull with your boss."

"And I have some pull with his boss," Sylvia added.

"Then it's settled," Jenny said. "Can you join us next Saturday?"

"We would be proud to," Sylvia said.

Tears formed in Jenny's eyes as she gazed wonderingly at her therapist and friend. Then, spontaneously, she approached Sylvia and pulled her into a long embrace. "Thank you, thank you," she whispered.

"You're welcome," Sylvia said. "And as a wedding gift, I won't bill you for this session."

All four laughed heartily.

*  *  *

Jason Greer and Jenny Logan were married the following Saturday afternoon in a small ceremony at Conklin Park. Reverend Ira Watkins performed the nuptials. The weather was perfect. Tom and Sylvia stood up with the couple. Jenny's parents sat with Jason's mother, sister, and brother-in-law. No-one appeared disappointed. Avery Bitterson and his wife, Claire, also attended.

After the ceremony, the group had dinner at the exclusive Frank's Steakhouse. Everyone ate heartily and had a good time. The next morning, the couple left on a week-long cruise of the Caribbean. They had booked a first-class cabin, compliments of Jason's mother.

Two weeks after the wedding, Sylvia Beltran sat in her office writing up notes from her latest session, when she received the following email:

Hi Sylvia,

I hope you are doing well and prospering.

I just wanted to report on how Jason and I are doing. The cruise was wonderful - definitely first-class all the way. I would highly recommend that you and Tom try it. You guys deserve it. Jason was a perfect gentleman during the trip. I only had to spank him once for coming back to our cabin ten minutes late. Believe me, he didn't make that mistake again.

You were so right about taking control. I've never been happier in my life, and I know Jason is happy. He even told me the night before we returned that he loves me, that he was sure of it. I love him too. The seed we planted together is beginning to blossom. We have you to thank for that.

When we returned, we went to my apartment where we will be living until we find a house. We have already begun searching. We are both back to work. Jason listens to everything I tell him and does his job much more diligently. I firmly believe between the two of us, we will soon achieve comps exceeding seven figures! I never thought that was possible.

Once we are settled, we will want to invite you and Tom for dinner. It's the least we can do; both Jason and I feel we owe you a debt we can never fully repay.

We miss you already.

Jenny

Sylvia read the email several times, leaned back in her desk chair, and broke out into a wide smile. Another success to record; another nice couple bound together through trust and control. She wished she could reach out to all the misguided men in the world, but she knew she couldn't. You change the world one man at a time, she thought.

She re-read the email one more time, then forwarded it to her husband, acknowledging that he too deserved some credit for her success. She would be good to him when she got home this evening.


Also from LSF Publications...

Bad Boys Need Spanking - Volume One by W. Arthur

Includes the following and 3 other stories:

Hitchhiking to Woodstock: The year is 1969, and Jason and Dave decide to travel hundreds of miles to attend the Woodstock music festival. Unfortunately Dave's old 1956 Chevrolet breaks down, and so Jason continues the adventure on his own, attempting to hitch his way to New York. He is picked up by Mrs. Donaldson, a beautiful and wealthy widow. Jason never does get to Woodstock, but he gets something even better... wild sex and a smoking hot bottom.

Adam and the New Bartender: Adam's regular stint in a bar is disrupted with the arrival of a new bartender - a middle-aged woman, who just happens to be a cop, Lieutenant Louise Jackson. At nineteen, Adam isn't old enough to drink, a fact recognised by the police Lieutenant. A pool table is put to alternative use as Adam is bent over it and given the taste of the strap on his bare bottom.

Bad Boy Camp Counselor: Josh feels his hedonistic plans for the summer dissolve as he listens in dismay to the new Program Director of a summer camp outline her plans to improve and change the former culture of the camp. She begins with a long overdue spanking for Josh, using a very mean paddle to drive the message home.

Punished Husbands - Book One by W. Arthur

Includes the following and 4 other stories:

I Almost Got Away with It: Nathan marries Katherine three months after meeting her at a wedding. He is fascinated as she takes charge in the bedroom, but her control extends to other areas of his life too, and she explains she is a firm believer in discipline. When Nathan lies about going to a club, Katherine welcomes him home with hairbrush in hand...

Andrew's Christmas to Remember: Andrew and Marian have high-ranking careers in the military and are used to long separations, but when they retire, life takes a different turn and Andrew embraces his submissive side, the part of him that has been suppressed for most of his life. Now, his wife is the one in charge.

Behind Every Great Man: Gretchen is married to the president of a prestigious college. Behind the scenes, it is Gretchen who is in charge. A master with the paddle, she knows just how to apply it for maximum effect to punish and motivate her husband.

Punished Husbands - Book Two by W. Arthur

Includes the following and 3 other stories:

The Getting-It-Twice Rule: Cooper marries Jenna, an assistant principal at a local school. Jenna dictates the conditions of their marriage... she will always be in charge of the household and make all the major decisions. Jenna's sister, Sarah, gets Cooper a job, but when he misses deadlines, he learns there are painful consequences - a belt whipping from Sarah and a paddling from Jenna when he gets home!

Judge Henry: Judge Henry is the most feared man in the county and has a formidable reputation for showing no mercy to miscreants. However, once he is home, he is totally subservient to his wife, Joyce, who dispenses her own brand of justice. Forgetting to buy steaks and put the trash out earns the judge a hard paddling.

Mr. Subservient: Joy tells her husband Frank that the house has to be perfect as the Book Club will be meeting to discuss their latest book. Hesitating instead of obeying and getting on with the cleaning earns Frank a paddling, plus the indignity of serving the ladies with his spanked bottom on display.

Spanking Stepmothers 1 - 3 by W. Arthur

The 3-volume series includes the following and a great many more:

Double Trouble: The relatively innocent prank that Tyler and Jacob play on their stepmother backfires, and the two college boys are not too big to go over her lap for a painful spanking with a hefty hairbrush. Their stepmother is a recently retired middle school principal, a woman who stands no nonsense, a woman who knows how to spank!

Glutton for Punishment: Twenty-three-year-old Jason has a rude awakening when his father goes to work in Kenya for six months, leaving him with his new stepmom, Joyce. Joyce is a woman who will stand no-nonsense and she soon puts Jason through his paces, paddling his bottom hard. Yet, under her guidance, Jason enrols in community college and gets good grades needed for a university course. His stepmother helps 'motivate' his performance with strap and paddle.

Our Stepmother Was a Nightmare: Jason and his brother find their lives spin out of control when their strict ex-Army stepmother takes control. Carla is deadly serious about corporal punishment, and demonstrates her technique with wooden spoon and paddle.

The Spanking Court by Jack Crawford

Charles Davenport (Charlie to his friends) is a ridiculously rich, good-looking guy who enjoys a lavish lifestyle. But the world has changed, and men no longer have the upper hand. Charlie finds himself up in court for being sexist and disrespectful to women, where he receives the comeuppance many believe he so richly deserves. A painful and humiliating switching is followed by a sentence of 're-education' at the Briarwood Facility. Once at the facility, Charlie cannot buy his freedom, and has to endure endless rounds of corporal punishment and harsh discipline. The tables are truly turned as the women guards call all the shots, and sexual favours are demanded...

The Spanking Secret by Ken Burke

Ken and Sarah enjoy a fulfilling marriage, even though it is Sarah who calls the shots. Sarah is the dominant one in the relationship, very much in charge. This is fine with Ken, who has a submissive nature and needs Sarah's discipline. He is spanked regularly by his wife, and this aspect of their relationship has been kept secret for many years. But gradually, things begin to change which have a huge impact on Ken. Sarah tells her friend Liz, and later her sister, Linda... and both end up firstly witnessing Ken's spankings, then spanking his bare bottom themselves. And it doesn't stop there, as Ken's bossy mother-in-law gets in on the act too. Ken has a sore bottom, and a face red with embarrassment, yet the situation in which he now finds himself in is a huge turn on. Well content with his lot, he wouldn't change a thing!

A Naughty Boy by Frank Martinet

Derek is eighteen and a senior at Brentwood, a private boys academy. His planned attempt to seduce the lovely Maisie backfires as he is caught by Lauren Dour, the attractive young headmistress of Heatherly Hall school for girls. After some discussion between Miss Dour and Derek's headmaster, it is decided that Miss Dour will give the young man a good thrashing. This proves to be life-changing, and the first of many such experiences for Derek, introducing him to harsh physical punishment at the hands of the headmistress and her colleagues. Derek wrongly assumes he will get the slipper, but instead gets two dozen hard strokes of the cane. It is the first of many punishments, and over time Derek gains sexual enjoyment from being disciplined by beautiful women, and the harsher and more humiliating his treatment, the more exciting he finds it.

Punished by Miss Honeywell by Gary Kane

David's life changes drastically when his headmaster is replaced by Ms Jacobs, a formidable headmistress, skilled in caning bare bottoms. She demonstrates her prowess on the 18-year-old David for his persistent lateness, awarding extra strokes when it is discovered he has robbed Miss Honeywell's apples. Ms Jacobs orders David to apologise to Miss Honeywell and pick up every single apple in her garden. However, David gets far more than he bargained for... it appears Miss Honeywell is some sort of pervert! An attractive woman in her mid-thirties, she makes it clear how much she enjoys spanking a naughty young man's bare bottom, and proceeds to do so at regular intervals, with hand, hairbrush, and cane. In spite of a persistently sore backside, David is captivated by the deliciously deviant and assertive Miss Honeywell, and also by her friend Karen, who is later brought in to participate in their Saturday spanking sessions...

Discipline Restored! by Michael Sharpe

Set during the Sixties at a time where a smacked bottom never did anyone any harm, this story revolves around a few main characters at a grammar school. In one short term, Lakeside Grammar School for Boys has slid into chaos and anarchy, ruled by rebellious, bullying schoolboys, such as Biffer Billings. The headmaster, Mr Robinson, is simply not cut out to dispense much needed corporal correction; fortunately he has his secretary, Miss Siddely, to do the necessary, aided by a feisty young lady called Janice. Janice is an older girl still at school but with clever makeup, pretends to be Miss Jugson from the local newsagents shop. Both ladies are very keen on dispensing CP, and school swot Skeffington, Biffer Billings, plus Ronnie and his best friend Simon all feel the might of hairbrush and slipper on their bottom. It is especially irritating for Ronnie as Janice is his older sister... who is also given disciplinary rights over him at home. And when schooldays are over for good, Janice and Miss Siddely still find male bottoms to spank...

The Dominant Female by Jack Crawford

This three volume box set with over 110,000 words features the following previously published works by Jack Crawford: Disciplined by His Wife; Learning to Love Her Discipline; and Disciplined by the Librarian.

Spanking Aunts by Jack Crawford

This three volume box set with over 100,000 words features the following previously published works by Jack Crawford: Spanked by His Aunt; My Aunt, My Tutor, spanking her naughty nephew; and Over His Auntie's Knee.

cover.jpeg
Spanked by Ghtea
SRR DT

W. ARTHUR





OEBPS/image_rsrcYN.jpg
i i

LSF PUBLICATIONS

"SPANKING FICTION EBOOKS





